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Marys  Baby 


Joseph,  mild  and  noble,  bent  above  the  straw; 
A  pale  girl,  a  frail  girl,  suffering  he  saw; 
"O  my  Love,  my  Mary,  my  bride,  I  pity  thee!" 
"Nay  dear,"  said  Mary,  "All  is  well  with  met" 

"Baby,  my  Baby,  O  my  Babe,"  she  sang. 
Suddenly  the  golden  night  all  with  music  rang. 

Angels  leading  shepherds,  shepherds  leading  sheep: 
The  silence  of  worship  bro\e  the  mother's  sleep. 
All  the  meeh^  and  lowly  of  the  world  were  there: 
Smiling  she  showed  them  that  her  Child  was  fair. 

"Baby,  my  Baby,"  pissing  Him  she  said. 
Suddenly  a  flaming  star  through  the  heavens  sped. 

Three  old  men  and  weary  \nelt  them  side  by  side, 
The  world's  wealth  forswearing,  majesty  and  pride; 
Worldly  might  and  wisdom  before  the  Babe  bent  low: 
Weeping,  maid  Mary  said,  "I  love  Him  sol" 

"Baby,  my  Baby,"  and  the  Baby  slept. 
Suddenly  on  Calvary  all  the  olives  wept. 

Shaemus  O' Sheet 

To  our  friends  and  benefactors  we  offer  the  old  Gaelic  wish: 

May  the  roads  rise  with  you,  and  the  wind  be  always  at  your  back, 
and  may  the  Lord  hold  you  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand. 


Memo 


from  the  Editors  des\ 

Christmas  1 

How  does  one  write  about  Christmas  on  a  dull  Nov- 
ember day  when  fog  obscures  vision  and  a  half-hearted  rain 
drenches  the  garden's  last  lingering  crispness.  Yes,  how  does 
one  write?  My  fingers  rest  idly  on  the  typewriter  as  I  gloomily 
survey  the  outdoors. 

Suddenly,  lights  pierce  the  fog — only  it  isn't  suddenly,  they've  been  shining 
through  all  the  time.  Quite  simply  their  shining  was  invisible  because  of  the  fog 
in  my  gloomy  brain.  And  that,  of  course,  is  the  answer  to  my  question.  Christmas 
is  not  just  the  25  of  December.  Christmas  is  January  and  June  and  November 
— all  the  year. 

"For  the  thrill  of  a  slowly  turning  tide 
Was  felt  in  that  grey  daybreak, 
As  if  God  the  Father  had  sanctified 
All  sorrow  for  One  Man's  sake." 

The  Christmas  star  shines  through- 
out the  ages  despite  the  fog  of  ambition 
and  greed,  of  fear  and  war  with  which 
poor  humankind  obscures  it.  Christ  is 
the  Light  and  the  light  of  faith  which 
He  gave  to  us  will  pierce  the  fog.  But 
our  faith  must  be  strong.  It  must  be 
modelled  on  the  faith  of  our  Blessed 
Mother.  Romano  Guardini  says,  "She 
never  slackened,  never  quit  the  scene, 
never  grew  small-minded,  but  chose 
rather  to  persevere,  to  follow,  through 
the  power  of  faith,  every  step  her  Son 
took  in  all  its  unfathomableness.  That 
was  the  measureless  quality  of  her 
greatness." 

Even  in  these  dark,  closing  days  of 
1961  we  should  not  worry  nor  fear.  Let 
us  take  heart  from  the  simple,  unques- 
tioning faith  of  the  shepherds,  from  the 
self-sacrificing  faith  of  the  Wise  Men, 

A  SCIENTIST  SAYS  THAT  IT'S  THE  LOWER  PART  OF  THE  FACE,  NOT  THE  EYES,  THAT  GIVES 
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from  the  all-encompassing  faith  of  Mary.  Then  heartened  and  encouraged  let  us, 
as  individuals,  light  the  candle  of  our  own  faith  and  keep  it  burning  brightly,  hold- 
ing it  aloft  that  all  may  see  while  our  own  eyes  are  fixed  unwaveringly  on  the  Light 
that  is  Life.  This  is  not  over-simplification.  The  peace  and  the  reign  of  Christ  is 
not  likely  to  come  through  mass-movements  but  through  the  unflinching  faith 
and  good  works  of  stout-hearted  individuals. 

Canadians  in  Latin  America 

In  November  1960  Reverend  Charles  O'Neill  Conroy  of  the  Archdiocese 
of  St.  John's,  Newfoundland  and  Reverend  Richard  Morse  of  the  diocese  of 
London,  Ontario,  left  Canada  for  Latin  America.  After  some  time  spent  in  pre- 
paration for  their  missionary  work  with  the  Maryknoll  Fathers  in  Bolivia,  the 
Canadian  priests  took  possession  of  the  parish  of  St.  Peter,  Monsefu  in  the  diocese 
of  Chiclayo,  Peru.  Subsequently  Father  Morse  was  forced  to  return  home  because 
of  illness  but  reinforcements  have  since  come  to  Father  Conroy  in  the  persons 
of  Reverend  John  Maddigan  of  St.  John's  and  Reverend  William  Cooney  and 
Reverend  Paul  Mooney  of  London. 

Early  in  November  of  this  year  six  Sisters  of  Mercy  from  St.  John's  left  to 
assist  the  St.  John's  and  London  priests  in  Monsefu.  All  six  sisters  are  presently 
continuing  the  study  of  Spanish  which  they  began  before  leaving  home.  In  addi- 
tion, two  are  teaching  English  in  Chiclayo  and  the  other  four  are  doing  social 
welfare  work  in  Monsefu. 

In  this  issue,  through  the  kindness  of  the  Editor  of  THE  MONITOR  of  St. 
John's,  we  are  reprinting  part  of  Father  Conroy's  "Letters  Home"  which  appear 
regularly  in  the  St.  John's  Archdiocesan  newspaper. 

The  Redemptorist  Fathers  —  St.  Patrick's,  Toronto 

1961  was  Centennial  Year  at  St.  Patrick's,  Toronto.  We  salute  and  con- 
gratulate the  parish,  its  people  and  particularly  its  priests.  For  eighty  of  its  one 
hundred  years  St.  Patrick's  has  been  served  by  the  Redemptorist  Fathers  who,  in 
true  Liguorian  fashion,  have  dispensed  their  priestly  services  without  regard  for 
boundaries  or  personal  convenience.  The  Sisters  of  Service,  in  a  very  special  way, 
have  benefitted  from  this  Redemptorist  generosity. 

It  was  two  Redemptorists  who  founded  the  Sisters  of  Service,  Reverend  Fa- 
thers Arthur  Coughlan  and  George  Daly.  For  almost  thirty-five  years  Father 
Daly  was  permitted  by  his  Congregation  to  devote  his  time  and  talents  to  the 
building  up  of  our  Institute.  For  years  the  Fathers  of  St.  Patrick's  have  given 
chaplain  service  to  our  Mother  House;  when  necessary  they  also  took  care  of  the 
Novitiate.  Always  they  have  been  approachable,  always  they  have  been  ready  to 
help. 

With  genuine  gratitude  we  ask  God's  blessing  on  the  Redemptorist  Fathers, 
past,  present  and  future,  of  St.  Patrick's,  Toronto. 

AWAY  ONE'S  THOUGHTS— ESPECIALLY  WHEN  ONE  OPENS  THE  LOWER  PART  OF  THE  FACE 
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Christmas  .  .  . 

here  and  there 


Postulant  Sheila  Murphy  of  Toronto,  (now  a  novice)  has  discovered 
that  Christmas  in  the  Novitiate  is  unique.  Its  uniqueness  springs 
from  the  joyous  and  loving  rapport  between  the  Child  Who  has 
come  to  give  Himself  to  us  and  the  young  people  who  have  come 
to  give  themselves  to  Him.  The  spirit  of  Christmas  is  the  spirit  of 
self-giving— whether  we  be  young  or  old,  lay  people  or  religious. 


THERE'S  NOTHING  WHICH  MAKES  A  PERSON  MORE  SELF-SATISFIED  THAN  A  POOR  MEMORY 
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In  a  small  hospital  Christmas  is  home- 
like. For  the  up-patients  trays  are  dis- 
carded and  tables  are  set  in  the  wards. 
In  Vilna,  Sister  Leona  Rose,  (Toronto) 
checks  for  missing  items  on  one  gaily 
decorated  table. 

When  the  S.O.S.  Auxiliary  was  formed 
in  St.  John's,  Newfoundland,  the  Sis- 
ters introduced  the  Auxiliary  members 
to  the  beautiful  custom  of  the  Advent 
wreath.  Here,  in  the  home  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Thomas  Fitzpatrick  of  St.  John's, 
the  assembled  family  waits  until  the 
candles  on  the  Advent  wreath  have 
been  lighted  before  beginning  the 
Family  Rosary. 

At  the  annual  Christmas  party  for 
New  Canadians  in  the  Halifax  Club, 
His  Grace  Archbishop  Berry,  Fathers  R. 
Murphy,  Hayes  and  Mackey,  Sisters 
Walsh  and  several  little  guests  are 
completely  engrossed  in— what? 

In  the  late  Fall  of  1960  a  group  of 
Spanish  girls,  who  had  contracted  to 
do  domestic  work  for  a  year,  arrived 
in  Toronto.  Our  picture  shows  five  of 
the  girls  relaxing  at  the  Toronto  Club 
after  a  Christmas  dinner  which  the 
Sisters  had  given  in  honour  of  the 
group. 


YOU  SHOULD  BE  SATISFIED  WITH  YOUR 
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LOT,  EVEN  IF  YOU  HAVEN'T  GOT  A  LOT 
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Knights  of  the  Altar  become  knights  of  the 
pop-bottle  at  their  Christmas  party  in  the 
S.O.S.  convent  in  Rycroft.  Sister  Eileen 
Dwyer  (Kinkora,  Ont.),  is  evidently  enjoy- 
ing herself  just  as  much  as  the  young 
gentlemen  to  whom  she  is  playing  hostess. 
Also  in  the  North  country,  Sister  Frances 
Coffey  (Toronto),  with  a  Christmas  smile, 
ploughs  her  way  through  Nature's  own 
conception  of  a  winter  wonderland. 
The  price  of  admission  to  the  Immigration 
Christmas  party  in  the  Montreal  Club  is  a 
toy,  an  article  of  clothing  or  a  package  of 
food.  Here  Sheila  Humes,  Moncton,  N.B., 
Patrick  Gallagher,  Ireland,  Danny  Doyle, 
Scotland  and  Lorraine  Bourget,  Gaspe, 
Que.,  deposit  their  "tickets."  The  poster 
was  made  by  Beryl  Marion,  one  of  the  girls 
in  residence  at  the  Club. 
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Just  a  line  to  say 


Dear  Sister, 

I  have  read  in  the  newspaper  that  the  Sisters  of 
Service  prepare  a  Christmas  welcome  for  the  landing 
New  Canadians.  In  Christmas-time,  like  during  the  year, 
you  do  the  nicest  work  with  your  Catholic  services. 

Besides  you  Sisters  who  is  waiting  in  the  port  for 
the  arriving  people?  Nobody  only  the  Sisters  of  Service. 
God's  blessing  on  your  holy  work. 

I  am  just  arrived  to  Halifax  again  and  I  like  to  send 
a  card  for  Christmas  to  wish  a  happy  and  blessed  Christ- 
mas, and  I  want  to  thank  you  for  the  work  for  us.  I  thank 
you  name  of  me  and  my  country,  Hungary.  God  bless 
you. 


JOSEPH 


Editors  note:  Other  denominations  do  have  workers  at 
the  Ports,  as  does  Travellers'  Aid.  But  the  S.O.S.  meet 
the  Catholics  and  frequently  act  as  interpreters  for 
others. 


DIES  FOREVER  IN  DEBT  TO  THOSE  WHO  ARE  KIND 
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The  Constant  Novitiate 


Sister  R.  R.  Hudon 


A  novice  remarked  at  lunch  time, 
"Any  article  on  novitiate  life  that  we 
would  like  would  not  appeal  to  anyone 
else.  I  guess  we  just  don't  get  into  THE 
FIELD  AT  HOME." 

If  the  reader  agrees  with  her  now  is 
the  time  to  turn  to  another  page.  But 
those  who  say  nostalgically  that  novices 
have  changed  since  their  day  —  please 
keep  on  reading. 

It  all  began  with  a  letter  from  Sister 
General.  "We  would  like  you  to  come 
to  the  Novitiate  for  a  week  or  so  before 
you  return  West  in  order  to  give  the 
novices  and  postulants  some  lessons  on 
teaching  religion."  In  due  time  I  was 
stepping  off  the  train  in  Toronto  and 
hurrying  to  the  baggage  room.  (Teach- 
ing material  means  extra  baggage.)  To 
my  delight  I  saw  waiting  for  me  a  novice 
and  a  postulant.  The  novice  quickly 
introduced  herself  —  Sister  Murphy. 
Then  I  waited  for  her  to  say  the  postu- 
lant's name.  Imagine  my  surprise  when 
I  heard,  "Miss  Doll"!  The  little  girl  who 
had  attended  school  in  Manning  when 
I  was  there — well,  no  wonder  I  didn't 
recognize  the  adult  in  front  of  me.  They 
politely  told  me  how  pleased  they  would 
be  to  attend  my  classes.  It  was  quite 
simple  for  them  to  say  so  because  they 
had  no  idea  at  all  of  what  they  were  in 
for. 


It  was  good  to  be  back  in  the  old  fa- 
miliar haunts  of  the  novitiate.  The 
chapel  was  even  more  peaceful  than  I 
had  remembered  it.  How  easy  it  was  to 
pray!  For  this  one  week,  I  felt  sure,  dis- 
tractions would  be  non-existent.  But 
novices  are  novices  still.  The  first  time 
I  was  present  with  them  one  of  them 
read  the  visit  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
in  a  clear,  steady  voice  then — forgot  the 
ejaculation.  There  was  an  expectant 
silence  punctuated  by  a  few  giggles, 
until  finally  she  reopened  her  book, 
found  the  place,  the  prayer  continued 
and  I  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief.  As  they 
filed  out  of  chapel  I  noticed  that  there 
was  a  postulant  with  curly  hair  who  had 
to  adjust  her  veil  at  every  genuflection. 
'Twas  ever  so.  Then  there  is  the  novice 
who  looks  like  Sister  Nightingale  and 
the  one  who  .  .  .  Did  I  say  something 
about  no  distractions? 

At  first  I  thought  it  would  be  most 
difficult  to  cope  with  all  the  deference 
which  was  being  accorded  me — such  a 
new  experience!  It  soon  became  the 
least  of  my  troubles.  Everyone  wished 
to  be  so  helpful  but  I  would  not  be 
pampered.  I  insisted.  I  did  my  own 
laundry,  a  large  one,  on  Saturday  after- 
noon. It  would  rain  in  Toronto  on 
Saturday  evening.  The  wringing  wet  but 
clean  laundry  had  to  be  hung  in  the 


IT  IS  SURPRISING  TO  FIND  THAT  HEIGHTS  CAN 
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basement  to  dry.  Thinking  it  would 
have  had  plenty  of  time  to  dry  I  went 
for  it  early  on  Sunday  afternoon.  I 
found  that  the  efficient  novice-in-charge 
had  carefully  relocated  each  item  in  the 
proper  soiled  clothes  basket  in  prepara- 
tion for  Monday's  wash.  What's  the  use 
of  trying? 

During  class  one  day  I  needed  a 
paper  I  had  left  upstairs.  "O  Sister,  I'll 
get  it."  Well,  after  all,  the  novice  must 
be  half  my  age,  so,  "Please."  In  no  time 
at  all  she  was  back  again — with  the 
wrong  paper. 

Then  there  was  the  morning  I 
awakened  just  a  bit  early.  I  heard  the 
clock  begin  to  chime,  but  no  footsteps 
toward  the  bell.  Had  I  better  rush  down 
myself  and  ring?  What  if  my  watch  is 
wrong?  What  if — Oh!  Stop  your  fussing 
and  attend  to  your  catechetics,  that's 
what  you  are  here  for.  The  clock  is  on 
the  fourth  stroke,  fifth  —  a  miniature 
whirlwind  down  the  hall  and  the  bell 
rings  right  on  the  sixth  stroke.  Ah! 

The  novices  had  entertained  the 
postulants  on  the  occasion  of  their 
entry.  The  postulants,  being  bright,  got 
the  hint,  "Go  thou  and  do  likewise." 
They  planned  an  evening  for  the 
novices  which  happily  coincided  with 
my  stay  at  60  Glen  Road.  The  evening 
took  the  form  novitiate  entertainments 
have  taken  from  time  immemorial.  Just 
like  old  times.  The  play  was  "A  Day  in 
the  S.O.S.  Chinese  Novitiate",  it  gave 
ample  scope  for  digs  at  each  novice. 
Even  Sister  Ready,  who  was  then  Sister 
Assistant,  did  not  escape.  Naturally  the 
"Chinese"  postulants  were  the  hero- 
ines. The  skit  was  followed  by  the  sing- 
ing of  a  long  parody  with  a  verse  about 
each  sister  in  the  audience.  How  quick- 
ly those  new  postulants  read  the  char- 
acters of  those  around  them!  There  was 


a  hilarious  game  and  then  refreshments. 
As  I  tasted  the  popcorn  I  realized  that  it 
was  like  none  other  I  had  tasted  before. 
A  new  recipe  I  supposed.  But  an  inquir- 
ing novice  finally  elicited  the  informa- 
tion that  popcorn  balls  had  been  on  the 
menu  but  the  popcorn  refused  to  co- 
operate. You  can  always  count  on  pos- 
tulants to  save  the  day  though.  One  of 
them  had  baked  a  scrumptious  choco- 
late cake. 

One  day  unexpected  visitors  arrived 
for  one  of  the  novices.  Getting  down  the 
stairs  to  meet  them  was  a  bit  of  a  strain 
on  religious  decorum.  Her  delighted 
cries  of  greeting  could  be  heard  all  over 
the  house  —  well  nearly  all  over  the 
house.  At  dinner  time  when  she  rejoin- 
ed us  it  was  hard  for  her  to  contain  her- 
self until  the  blessing  was  said.  When 
the  time  for  talking  came  we  learned 
that  the  visitors  had  been  so  excited. 
"Who  was  excited,  Sister?"  Oh,  never 
mind,  she  didn't  even  hear  the  question. 

My  afternoon  class  had  been  slated 
for  the  period  immediately  following 
collation.  A  good  idea,  but  was  it  neces- 
sary for  Sister  Mistress  to  emphasize  so 
insistently,  in  public,  and  in  my  pres- 
ence that  she  was  taking  coffee  to  keep 
herself  awake? 

I  can  be  adamant  about  assignments 
but  I  melted  at  the  sight  of  a  pale-faced 
postulant  bravely  sitting  at  her  desk  at 
the  beginning  of  a  class.  "Would  you 
not  like  to  be  excused?"  "O  no,"  both 
she  and  Sister  Mistress  answered  in 
unison.  Very  edifying  indeed,  only  Sis- 
ter Mistress  had  to  add,  "She  said  she 
would  stay  for  as  much  of  your  class  as 
she  could  stand." 

At  the  end  of  one  evening  class  I 
remarked,  "Sister  Mistress,  I'm  starv- 
ing." Making  up  for  her  previous  faux 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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At  Cross  Lake  Alberta 

Tenting  on  the  Old  Camp  Ground 


Sister  Marie  MacDougall 


The  summons  came  from  Smith,  Al- 
berta, where  the  pastor  Father  Jal, 
O.M.I.,  had  organized  a  summer  camp 
for  the  children.  It  was  the  Manning 
S.O.S.  who  received  the  summons  and 
three  of  us  prepared  to  answer  it.  Camp- 
ing would  be  a  new  experience  for  all 
of  us,  but  new  experiences  are  interest- 
ing and  we  wondered,  as  we  packed,  just 
what  this  would  be  like. 

We  had  planned  to  go  from  Man- 
ning to  Peace  River,  stay  there  with  the 
Sisters  overnight,  then  proceed  by  bus 
to  Smith.  Shortly  before  we  were  due 
to  leave  Manning  Father  Watchel, 
O.M.I,  phoned  from  Grimshaw  to  say 
that  there  was  a  flood  at  Kinuso  and 
bus  travel  would  be  impossible.  New 

Classrooms  are  where  you  find  them, 
Sister  Black  decides. 
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plans  were  called  for.  Fortunately  for 
us,  our  own  pastor,  Father  J.  Hermann, 
O.M.I. ,  was  going  to  Edmonton  on 
business.  The  three  of  us  went  with  Fa- 
ther Hermann.  By  travelling  all  night 
we  got  to  the  city  about  8  a.m.  and  left 
again  at  3  p.m.,  with  Father  M. 
Rheaume,  O.M.I. ,  for  Cross  Lake  and 
the  camp.  As  our  car  pulled  into  camp, 
children,  children  and  more  children 
came  flocking  toward  us.  They  were  in 
a  gay  mood.  We  wasted  very  little  time 
on  lunch  before  proceeding  to  get  the 
children  into  groups.  Three  divisions 
were  made,  First  Communion,  Con- 
firmation and  Teen  Age  classes.  Our 
time  table  was  drawn  up  and  nailed  to 
a  tree.  We  were  ready  for  action  in  the 
morning. 

I  had  the  First  Communion  class  and 
the  camp  kitchen  for  a  classroom.  It 
was  amazing  how  quickly  the  kitchen 
was  transformed  into  a  reasonable 
semblance  of  a  classroom.  Sister  Black 
and  Sister  Reinhardt  taught  under  the 
trees — so  we  prayed  for  good  weather. 
There  were  any  number  of  tables  and 
benches  available  for  the  outdoor  teach- 
ers. Very  soon  a  calm  descended  on 
Cross  Lake  Park  as  the  three  catechists 
began  their  work  for  the  coming  two 
weeks — the  unfolding  of  the  beautiful 

GIRLS  GET  MEN'S  WAGES  THESE  DAYS.  BUT 
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Sister  MacDougall 
is  "water  boy"  to 
the  youngsters. 


truths  of  our  holy  Faith  to  God's  little 
ones. 

The  camp  was  not  all  work  by  any 
means.  Twice  daily  the  whistle  blew  for 
swimming  and  our  angels  flew  to  the 
lake.  There  was  a  daily  ball  game  with 
Sister  Reinhardt  as  umpire.  There  were 
play  periods  for  the  smaller  children. 
Cross  Lake  Park  was  an  ideal  place  for 
tots.  There  were  swings,  teeters,  slides 
and  a  merry-go-round.  The  last  was  the 
most  popular  of  all  and  proved  a  life- 
saver  in  keeping  the  little  ones  happy. 
At  times  there  must  have  been  twenty 
children  on  it.  They  spun  it  around  at 
a  dizzy  pace  as  the  girls  tried  to  out- 
shout  the  boys,  "Girls  are  good,  boys 
are  bad,"  and  vice  versa.  One  tot  came 
up  to  me  when  the  speedy  ride  was  at 
it  height.  "Doesn't  that  sound  nice, 
Sister?"  At  the  moment  I  was  wonder- 
ing what  I  could  do  to  shut  out  some  of 
the  din.  However,  the  exuberance  of 
youth  is  wonderful  and  I  was  pleased 
that  they  were  having  such  a  happy 
time. 

After  the  ball  game  came  supper  and 
a  short  play  period  while  we  had  our 
meal.  Then  back  to  work  again  with  a 
sing-song  on  the  hill  followed  by  the 
Rosary  in  my  improvised  classroom. 
And  so  to  bed.  Here  Sister  Black  took 


over.  With  a  minimum  of  bother,  fuss 
and  talk  she  soon  had  silence  reigning 
supreme.  There  was  nothing  to  ob- 
struct the  sandman  as  he  went  softly 
from  tent  to  tent  and  cot  to  cot. 

The  two  weeks  at  camp  were  per- 
fectly organized  thanks  to  the  zealous 
efforts  of  Father  Jal.  We  were  well 
taken  care  of — even  to  having  a  pro- 
pane heater  in  our  tent.  The  ladies  of 
the  Smith  parish  prepared  excellent 
meals  for  teachers  and  pupils. 

(Continued  on  page  29) 

Twice  daily  the  whistle  blew  for 
Swimming. 


THEN  THEY  ALWAYS  HAVE,  IN  ONE  WAY  OR  ANOTHER 
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In  Montreal 


Citizenship  Day 


If  the  residents  in  a  house  include  girls  from  twenty-five  different  countries, 
no  magic  wand  is  necessary  to  conjure  up  the  idea  of  a  Canadian  citizenship  day, 
especially  when  a  National  Citizenship  Day  is  declared. 

In  Montreal  The  Day  started  the  evening  before.  (That  sentence  will  prob- 
ably identify  the  non-Canadian  ancestry  of  the  writer.)  There  was  a  citizenship 
dinner  with  a  distinctly  Canadian  menu.  The  decorations  carried  the  maple  leaf 
motif;  each  girl  received  a  souvenir  menu  whose  design  included  a  leaf  from  the 
red  maple  in  the  garden. 

After  grace  and  before  the  serving  began,  Sheila  Humes  of  Moncton,  N.B. 
read  the  following  "Credo  for  Canadians"  by  Vincent  Massey: 

"I  believe  in  Canada,  with  pride  in  her  past,  belief  in  her  present  and 
faith  in  her  future. 

I  believe  in  the  quality  of  Canadian  life,  and  in  the  character  of  Can- 
adian institutions. 

I  believe  in  the  Commonwealth  of  Nations  within  whose  bounds  we 
have  found  freedom,  and  outside  which  our  national  life  would  lose  its 
independent  being. 

I  believe  in  our  abiding  friendship  with  our  nearest  neighbour;  an 
honest  friendship  without  either  the  subservience  or  the  mimicry  which 
must  impair  true  partnership. 

I  believe  that  Canada  is  one,  and  that  if  our  minds  dwell  on  those  things 
which  its  parts  have  in  common,  we  can  find  the  unity  of  the  whole. 
I  believe  that  with  sound  work,  the  spirit  of  a  team,  and  an  awareness 
of  ourselves,  we  can  look  forward  to  achievements  beyond  our 
imagining." 

During  the  remainder  of  the  dinner  there  was  music — folk  songs  from  the 
many  lands  which  have  contributed  to  the  nation  which  is  Canada. 

For  the  following  day,  Saturday,  a  trip  to  Ottawa,  our  national  Capital,  was 
scheduled.  A  bus  and  three  cars  were  necessary  to  accommodate  the  group.  The 
girls  were  thrilled.  They  were  surprised  that  the  city  of  Ottawa  was  so  small.  They 
succumbed  completely  to  the  Mounties  as  their  cameras  worked  overtime.  Who 
wouldn't  want  to  be  a  citizen  of  the  land  which  claims  the  Mounties  as  its  own? 

HITTING  THE  CEILING  IS  NO  WAY  TO  GET  UP  IN  THE  WORLD 
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The  Dutch  girls  were  rapturous  when  they  saw  the  tulips;  those  tulips  which  are 
symbolic  of  the  strong  bond  of  friendship  between  Holland  and  Canada.  All  were 
greatly  impressed  by  Parliament  Hill.  Some  marvelled  at  the  freedom  of  Cana- 
dians to  pass  in  and  out  of  the  Federal  Parliament,  to  walk  in  on  the  House  in 
session.  Others  gasped  at  the  beauty  and  size  of  the  Library. 

Citizenship  Day  was  a  good  thing.  It  was  good  for  the  more  thoughtful  girls 
from  old,  old  European  countries  to  know  that,  though  Canada  is  young,  she  is 
strong  with  the  strength  and  traditions  of  a  true  democracy.  It  was  good  for  those 
who  have  known  little  freedom  to  get  close  to  the  heart-beat  of  a  free  nation.  It 
was  good  for  the  girls  from  emerging  countries  to  see  that  nations  grow  and  de- 
velop on  the  tranquility  of  order.  It  was  perhaps  best  of  all  for  the  Canadians. 
Through  the  reactions  of  others  they  may  have  realized  for  the  first  time  what 
a  precious  thing  we  have  in  our  Canadian  citizenship  by  right  of  birth. 


Sheila  Humes,  Moncton,  N.B.,  talks  about  the  advantages  of  Canadian  citizen- 
ship to  Gisela  Knop,  Germany,  and  Lilia  Sondoval,  Colombia.  Sister  Patenaude 
looks  on. 


WHEN  YOU  PUT  YOUR  BEST  FOOT  FORWARD  BE  SURE  YOU  HAVE  YOUR  PET  CORN  COVERED 
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Donna  Means  Gift 


Sister  B.  Knopic 


Donna  means  gift.  The  Donna  of 
whom  I  write  was  indeed  a  gift  from 
God  to  parents  who  had  waited  five 
years  for  a  child.  She  was  born  by  Cae- 
sarian section  in  an  Edmonton  hospi- 
tal and  the  happiness  of  her  mother  and 
father  was  boundless.  But  before  they 
could  get  to  know  and  love  Donna  they 
were  to  endure  long  days  of  anxious 
trial. 

When  barely  three  weeks  old  Donna 
was  readmitted  to  hospital  with  a  bowel 
infection.  She  remained  there  for  six 
weeks. 

At  last  the  day  arrived  when  the  joy- 
ful parents  brought  their  little  girl  home 
to  the  country.  At  home,  they  thought, 
she  would  grow  strong  in  the  radiance 
of  their  love.  But  further  trials  were 
ahead. 

It  was  at  this  point  that  Donna  came 
into  the  lives  of  the  staff  of  Our  Lady's 
Hospital  in  Vilna.  She  had  weighed 
seven  and  a  half  pounds  at  birth.  Now, 


at  a  little  less  than  three  months,  she 
weighed  twelve  pounds. 

She  was  admitted  to  Our  Lady's 
Hospital  for  observation.  Soon  a  diag- 
nosis of  staphlycoccus  aureus  infection 
was  made.  This  is  a  dreadful  and  insidi- 
ous type  of  infection  which  was  just  go- 
ing to  burn  itself  out  and,  we  feared, 
cost  Donna  her  life  in  the  process.  A 
two  month  battle  followed  and  I  use  the 
word  battle  advisedly. 

Our  hospital  is  a  very  small  one  with 
a  homelike  atmosphere.  When  a  patient 
is  seriously  ill  our  one  doctor  and  the 
entire  nursing  staff  concentrate  on  that 
one  patient.  Perhaps  you  can  visualize 
our  wee  tyke  of  humanity  hovering  be- 
tween life  and  death  with  a  doctor  and 
six  R.N.'s  ever  on  the  alert  and  doing 
all  in  their  power  to  save  the  little  life. 
It  was  a  tremendous  test  of  medical 
science  and  good  nursing  skills. 

For  weeks  Donna  lived  on  intersti- 
tials,  blood  transfusions  and  antibiotics. 


ALL  THE  EXERCISE  SOME  PEOPLE  GET  IS  JUMPING  AT  CONCLUSIONS 
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Sister  Knopic 
holds  Donna  who 
is  on  the  road  to 
recovery 


What  a  tragic  picture  she  made  —  all 
hollows  and  bones  with  her  thin  white 
skin  pulled  tightly  over  them.  Although 
she  had  lost  four  pounds  she  was  grow- 
ing in  stature  which  made  her  look  even 
worse.  One  could  hardly  stand  the  piti- 
ful expression  in  her  large  eyes  when 
time  came  for  yet  another  needle. 

No  one  could  have  worked  harder 
than  Dr.  Frobb.  No  one  could  reckon 
the  hours  spent  on  cut-downs,  draining 
abscesses  et  cetera.  One  day  when  all 
seemed  lost  he  said,  "Guess  she's  had 
it."  It  was  then  we  realized  that  we  had 
not  been  praying  to  Sister  Donnelly 
who  for  years  had  been  in  charge  of 
Pediatrics  and  had  dearly  loved  all 
little  children.  Sister  had  died  in  the 
early  fall  of  1960. 

From  that  day  on  Donna  showed 
signs  of  recovery.  How  spoiled  she  be- 
came but  how  we  loved  her!  She  had 
expensive  tastes  and  developed  an 
appetite — well  you  just  couldn't  fill  her. 


She  could  not  tolerate  milk  so  her  diet 
consisted  of  Nutramagen,  bananas  and 
meat — either  veal  or  chicken.  Bananas 
were  her  specialty  —  she  just  loved 
them.  The  little  rascal  had  such  a  dis- 
cerning taste  that  all  her  food  had  to  be 
camouflaged  with  bananas  in  order  to 
have  her  eat  it  peacefully. 

On  the  day  Donna  was  five  months 
old  she  was  discharged  from  the  hospi- 
tal. She  was  a  beautiful  baby  and 
weighed  thirteen  pounds.  Her  parents 
had  had  her  for  only  two  weeks  out  of 
the  five  months. 

Donna  has  been  back  to  see  us  several 
times.  Each  time  she  comes  she  has  an- 
other chin  and  is  getting  to  be  a  real 
roly-poly.  Her  mother  and  dad  are  so 
proud  of  their  little  daughter.  We  have 
warned  her  father  that  he  may  have  to 
work  a  larger  farm  to  keep  up  with  the 
expensive  tastes  of  Miss  Donna.  Some- 
how he  doesn't  seem  to  mind. 


SOME  MEN  ARE  LIKE  WHEELBARROWS— THEY  GO  AROUND  AS  LONG  AS  THEY  ARE  PUSHED 
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The  High  R 


"I  have  come  to  serve!"  This  is  the  ideal  and  pro- 
gramme of  the  Master's  life.  From  Bethlehem  to  Cal- 
vary His  days  on  earth  were  consecrated  to  the  service 
of  men.  The  lowly,  the  poor,  the  ignorant,  the  most 
forsaken  were  the  privileged  subjects  of  this  divine  mis- 
sion. 

Charity  and  kindness  to  all  form  the  burden  of  His 
message.  He  made  that  the  test  of  Christian  life.  This 
doctrine  He  translated  into  action  and  sanctioned  by 
miracles.  Service  to  the  sick,  the  poor,  the  ignorant, 
the  outcast  prompted  mostly  all  these  manifestations  of 
His  divine  Power. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  are  trying  in  the  mission 
field  to  exemplify  this  teaching  of  the  Master's  life.  To 
serve  the  most  abandoned  souls  on  the  Prairies;  to  assist 
the  immigrant  in  the  perilous  stage  of  his  initiation  to  a 
totally  new  environment;  to  make  homes  away  from 
home  for  young  girls  coming  to  strange  cities;  these  are 
some  of  the  works  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

To  accomplish  this  missionary  endeavour  sisters 
and  more  sisters  are  needed.  Youth  is  the  age  of  rom- 
ance. To  youth  the  high  romance  of  service  should 
appeal.  Is  the  Master  inviting  you  to  "Come  and  serve" 
with  Him? 

G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.  in 
A  Call  to  Service 


r  information  write: 
Reverend  Sister  General 
Sisters  of  Service 
2  Wellesly  Place 
Toronto  5,  Canada 


ice  of  Service 


Canadians  in  Latin  America 


Rev.  C.  O'N.  Conroy 


The  following  is  condensed  from  articles  in  the  St.  John's, 
Newfoundland  Archdiocesan  paper,  "THE  MONITOR". 


The  two-room  house  was  made  of 
mud  bricks  without  windows  and  the 
doorway  opening  on  the  street  gave 
very  little  light  to  the  inner  room.  By 
candle-light  I  read  the  questions  in 
Spanish  from  the  Rite  of  Toledo,  in 
preparation  for  Holy  Viaticum,  and  the 
ninety-year-old  woman  answered, 
prompted  by  the  family.  "Si  te  creo" — 
Yes,  I  believe  it — to  each  of  the  nine 
points  of  doctrine.  She  had  made  her 
confession  as  best  she  could.  I  turned  to 
open  the  pyx,  and  one  of  the  sons-in- 
law  chose  that  moment  to  announce  that 
the  old  lady  was  not  married  by  the 
Church!  The  eighty-year-old  groom 
was  present.  He  was  willing  to  make  his 
confession  and  to  give  his  consent  to 
the  marriage.  So  Juliana  Chafloque,  at 
the  age  of  ninety,  with  the  last  of  her 
strength  made  her  first  confession,  re- 
ceived Viaticum  as  her  first  Holy  Com- 
munion, was  confirmed,  married  and 
anointed  all  in  less  than  an  hour.  This 
is  out  of  the  ordinary  but  it  tells  some- 
thing about  the  pastoral  problems  of 
Monsefu. 

This  is  probably  the  most  religious 
town  in  all  Peru.  We  are  never  without 


fiestas,  and  although  Mass  is  an  integral 
part  of  any  fiesta  there  are  other  essen- 
tials too — brass  bands  and  rockets. 

The  people  come  in  droves  to  ar- 
range for  Mass  on  particular  days,  es- 
pecially for  their  dead.  They  want  vigils 
and  responses  too.  A  "vigilia"  is  the  first 
nocturn  of  matins  for  the  dead;  a  "re- 
sponso"  is  either  the  libera  over  the 
catafalque  or  prayers  for  a  funeral  pro- 
cession from  the  Rite  of  Toledo.  If  the 
responso  is  in  the  family  home,  there  is 
a  photograph  of  the  deceased  with  fu- 
neral ornaments  and  a  line  of  women 
mourners  on  each  side  of  the  room  with 
candles;  the  women  are  all  crying  at 
once.  The  men  stay  in  the  outer  room. 
If  the  family  can  manage  it,  an  orches- 
tra comes  too — fiddle,  saxophone  and 
clarinet — to  render  an  authentic  dirge 
that  comes  from  the  depths  of  time. 

Because  our  main  effort  has  to  be 
directed  to  instruction  in  the  faith  and 
increasing  the  sacramental  life  of  the 
people,  we  are  trying  to  get  out  from 
under  some  of  the  weight  of  mourning. 
First  we  have  to  go  along  with  customs, 
good  and  bad,  because  any  brusque 
change  is  impossible. 


BEING  A  GENTLEMAN  IS  LIKE  BEING  HAPPY— IF  YOU  MUST  TRY  TO  BE  YOU  AREN'T 
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We  have  about  12,000  people  in  the 
town  of  Monsefu  and  21,000  in  the 
parish.  Sacramentally,  our  happiest  day 
here  was  Holy  Thursday  with  about  65 
confession  and  communions.  Our  aver- 
age number  of  communions  per  Sun- 
day is  seven! 

In  the  national  census  which  will  be 
taken  this  year,  and  in  a  parish  one 
which  we  hope  the  Legion  of  Mary  will 
take  up  for  us,  we  should  get  an  ac- 
curate picture  of  the  number  in  the 
parish  and  their  "sacramental  standing" 
in  the  Church.  With  such  a  big  family 
to  look  after  we  need  to  develop  lay 
apostles  and  we  look  for  help  in  all 


directions.  Having  four  priests  makes 
for  the  greatest  comfort  of  mind.  And 
the  sisters  being  here  will  be  a  tremen- 
dous help. 

The  people  in  Monsefu  are  eager  to 
help  in  the  problems  they  can  see.  But 
there  are  problems  they  don't  see,  such 
as  sanitation  and  schools  and  there  is 
great  dependence  on  the  central  govern- 
ment in  Lima  to  pay  for  all  social  pro- 
gress. Of  course  the  average  income  of 
fathers  of  families  is  only  about  60  cents 
a  day.  Our  people  live  by  a  proverb 
which  is  wise  but  does  not  apply  to  our 
commencement  needs — "a  little  at  a 
time  you  go  far." 


A  MAN  WHO  KEEPS  HIS  WIFE  GUESSING  IS  MOST  LIKELY  DANCING  WITH  HER 
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Social  Teaching  of  the  Church 


Catholic  Education 


Sister  M.  Jackson 


These  articles  are  adapted  from  the  S.O.S.  Religious 
Correspondence   Course   on   the   Social  Teachings. 


Hollywood,  TV  and  much  contem- 
porary journalism  to  the  contrary,  the 
first  purpose  of  marriage  is  to  raise 
children  and  to  educate  them  in  the 
love  and  fear  of  God.  "God's  plan  is 
that  through  the  family,  individuals  will 
be  born  into  the  world  and  educated  for 
a  good  and  useful  life  here  and  eternal 
life  hereafter."  Notice  that  the  purpose 
of  marriage  is  not  only  "to  raise  a  fam- 
ily", "to  be  parents",  "to  give  citizens 
to  our  country."  There  is  always  some- 
thing added,  namely,  that  parents  bring 
up  their  children  in  the  love  and  fear  of 
God.  This  means  that  children  are  to 
be  brought  up  to  know,  love  and  serve 
God  in  this  world  so  that  they  may  be 
happy  with  Him  forever  in  Heaven.  It 
is  as  much  a  part  of  marriage  to  lead 
children  to  eternal  life  as  it  is  to  give 
them  earthly  life. 


The  great  Pope  Pius  XII,  in  his  en- 
cyclical on  the  Mystical  Body  of  Christ 
explains  this  purpose  of  marriage  thus: 
"Through  Matrimony  .  .  .  provision  is 
made  for  .  .  .  the  increase  of  Christian 
society  and  what  is  of  greater  import- 
ance, for  the  correct  religious  education 
of  the  offspring  ..."  Correct  religious 
education  requires,  not  only  that  the 
children  have  a  good  training  in  re- 
ligion, but  also  that  religious  principles 
will  be  the  basis  for  the  other  things  the 
parents  provide  for  their  children  — 
home  life  and  social  life,  material  goods 
and  the  rest  of  their  education.  Religion 
does  for  a  person's  life  what  yeast  does 
for  bread — it  works  through  all  we  do 
to  make  it  good  and  wholesome. 

WHAT  IS  MAN— these  three  words 
are  the  reason  underlying  the  great  im- 
portance of  an  education  and  training 


OPTIMIST— A  MAN  WHO  THINKS  A  WOMAN  IN  A  PHONE  BOOTH 
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It  is  because  man  is  so  noble  a  creature,  destined  for  God  Himself,  that  all 
education  must  aim  at  higher  things. 


that  are  based  on  solid  Christian  prin- 
ciples. Man  is  a  creature  made  to  the 
image  and  likeness  of  God,  raised  by 
sanctifying  grace  to  the  supernatural 
life  and  destined  for  heaven.  He  has  a 
spiritual  soul  that  will  never  die,  an  in- 
tellect made  to  know  God,  a  free  will 
made  to  choose  God  and  the  superna- 
tural life  which  makes  him  a  child  of 
God. 

It  is  because  man  is  so  noble  a  crea- 
ture, destined  for  God  Himself,  that 
parents  are  to  see  that  each  child  is 
brought  up  to  love  God  and  to  serve 
Him.  It  is  because  an  immortal  soul  is 
more  precious  in  the  sight  of  God  than 
anything  else  in  the  world  that  parents 
must  teach  their  children  how  to  save 
their  souls.  What  a  privilege  and  what 
a  responsibility  for  parents! 

This  simple  explanation  of  man  is 


the  basis  of  the  whole  Catholic  attitude 
to  education.  This  is  why  the  Church 
wants  schools  where  all  subjects  can  be 
taught  from  the  viewpoint  of  Catholic 
doctrine.  This  is  why  so  many  Catholics 
make  great  sacrifices  to  give  their  child- 
ren, not  just  an  education,  but  a  Catho- 
lic education.  For  after  all,  as  Our  Lord 
Himself  said,  "What  does  it  profit  a 
man  if  he  gain  the  whole  world  and 
suffer  the  loss  of  his  soul?" 

Three  groups  are  concerned  in  an 
individual's  attainment  of  his  full  de- 
velopment— his  full  mental,  spiritual, 
social  and  physical  growth.  These 
groups  are — the  family,  the  Church, 
the  state  or  government.  If  each  of  these 
does  its  part,  the  child  can  become  a 
well-balanced  individual,  properly  edu- 
cated both  naturally  and  supernatur- 
ally.  He  will  know  how  to  sanctify  him- 


WILL  BE  RIGHT  OUT  WHEN  HE  HEARS  HER  SAY  GOODBYE 


JANUARY  1962 


PAGE  TWENTY-ONE 


self  and  to  do  good  to  others  in  this  life. 
This  is  the  life  of  a  true  Christian.  It  is 
the  life  of  a  successful  member  of  the 
Mystical  Body  of  Christ. 

In  the  education  of  children  parents 
have  the  first  right,  a  right  that  belongs 
to  their  human  nature  and  to  their  mar- 
riage. No  one,  not  even  the  State,  may 
justly  take  this  right  from  them.  Only 
if  parents  fail  to  do  their  duty  can  the 
state  step  in,  for  the  sake  of  the  child, 
and  see  that  it  is  done. 

Between  parents  and  children  there 
exists  a  natural  bond  of  deep  affection. 
Parents,  then,  are  the  ones  who  can 
most  easily  influence  the  children  for 
good.  They  should  use  this  influence, 
together  with  the  special  graces  given 
them  in  the  Sacrament  of  Matrimony, 


to  start  the  proper  training  even  while 
the  children  are  very  young.  They 
should  continue  to  guide  their  children 
through  the  years  of  their  childhood 
and  youth.  It  is  the  kind  of  formation 
which  the  child  receives  at  home  that 
counts  most  in  deciding  what  kind  of  a 
person  he  will  be  for  the  rest  of  his  life. 
Indeed,  the  home  training  may  even 
affect  the  destiny  the  child  will  attain 
in  the  life  to  come. 

What  is  the  place  of  the  Church  in 
regard  to  the  education  of  her  children? 
Our  Lord  gave  to  His  Church  the  au- 
thority to  deal  with  all  matters  that  are 
in  any  way  religious,  any  matters  that 
affect  the  salvation  of  souls.  "Teach  all 
that  I  have  commanded  you"  were  Our 
Lord's  words.  Education  is  very  much 


Parents  are  the 
ones  who  most 
easily  influence 
the  children 
for  good. 
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bound  up  with  religion  because  it  de- 
velops man  spiritually  and  mentally  as 
well  as  socially  and  physically.  There- 
fore, the  Church  authorities  must  work 
closely  with  state  authorities  and  with 
parents  to  see  that  Catholic  children  re- 
ceive a  good  Catholic  education,  not 
only  in  religious  subjects,  but  in  all  the 
subjects.  Pius  XI  writes  in  his  encycli- 
cal, "On  the  Christian  Education  of 
Youth" — "It  is  the  .  .  .  right  as  well  as 
the  . . .  duty  of  the  Church  to  watch  over 
the  entire  education  of  her  children  in 
all  institutions,  public  or  private,  not 
merely  in  regard  to  the  religious  instruc- 
tion given  there,  but  in  regard  to  every 
other  branch  of  learning  and  every  reg- 
ulation in  so  far  as  religion  and  morality 
are  concerned." 

Government  also  is  authorized  by 
God  to  care  for  the  welfare  of  its  people. 
One  of  its  duties  is  to  see  that  the  child- 
ren have  an  opportunity  for  a  proper 
education,  but  government  does  not 
have  complete  control  over  education. 
Both  the  Church  and  the  parents  have 
prior  rights  in  this  matter.  In  many 
places  there  are  unfair  government 
practices  in  regard  to  this  question  of 
Catholic  education.  In  order  to  give 
their  children  the  kind  of  education  they 
want  them  to  have,  Catholic  parents 
must  spend  extra  money  to  support  pri- 
vate or  parochial  schools;  or  if  there  are 
not  enough  Catholics  to  do  this,  these 
parents  have  no  choice  but  to  send  their 
children  to  schools  where  a  truly  Catho- 
lic education  cannot  be  obtained. 

This  is  an  unjust  and  unfortunate 
state  of  affairs.  Where  it  exists,  Catho- 
lics should  work  to  secure  their  rights 
— the  use  of  their  share  of  taxes  to  sup- 
port public  schools  for  their  children; 
and  where  this  cannot  be  done,  the  ob- 
jective should  be  at  least  that  Catholic 


instruction  be  allowed  in  the  ordinary 
public  schools  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Catholic  children. 

With  regard  to  the  schools  which 
their  children  attend,  whether  they  be 
Catholic  or  not,  the  parents  have  a  right 
and  a  duty  to  be  interested  in  the  teach- 
ing done  there.  We  should  remember 
that  the  schools  and  teachers  are  not 
to  take  the  place  of  parents,  but  to  take 
second  place  to  them  —  to  help  them 
with  the  education  and  training  of  their 
children,  but  not  to  do  everything  for 
the  parents.  In  bringing  up  their  child- 
ren to  be  good  Christians,  the  rights 
and*  duties  of  the  parents  always  come 
first. 

Therefore,  teachers  and  parents 
should  work  together  for  the  good  of 
the  children.  They  can  do  this  through 
the  Parent-Teacher  or  Home  and 
School  Associations.  Parents  will  find 
that  their  children  do  best  in  school 
when  the  parents  themselves  do  their 
part  at  home  to  show  the  children  they 
are  cooperating  with  the  teachers.  How 
can  parents  help? 

1.  Let  the  home  be  first  to  start 
training  the  children  to  good  and  virtu- 
ous habits,  the  school  carrying  on  this 
good  work  of  the  parents. 

2.  Let  the  children  see  that  their 
parents  are  working  with  the  teachers, 
not  against  them.  If  criticism  should  be- 
come necessary  the  parents  should 
make  it  prudently  to  the  proper  school 
authorities. 

3 .  Take  an  interest  in  the  worthwhile 
things  the  children  learn  at  school  and 
try  to  develop  these  at  home. 

4.  See  that  the  children  do  their 
home  assignments;  get  their  proper 
amount  of  rest;  have  a  reasonable  so- 
cial life — one  that  does  not  interfere 
with  family  life  or  school  studies. 
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Dean  SiSter. 

From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D. 


I  have  a  younger  brother  who  is  almost 
ready  to  start  school.  He  takes  a  great  inter- 
est in  watching  me  doing  my  lessons  and  my 
mother  asked  me  if  I  would  write  to  you  and 
ask  you  if  you  would  mind  sending  him  some 
lessons  too.  He  likes  to  have  things  of  his 
own  and  he  is  so  happy  I  am  writing  to  you. 
Thank  you  and  lots  of  love  from  all  our 
family.  Faye 

We  are  sorry  we  couldn't  keep  up  with  our 
lessons  before  this  because  mother  had  a 
little  baby  boy  on  Oct.  4  and  from  the  time 
he  was  born  he  had  been  sick  and  he  took 
all  of  mother's  time  to  care  for  him  so  she 
couldn't  help  us.  On  Dec.  21  he  died  and  we 
buried  him  on  the  24  so  we  didn't  have  a 
very  happy  Christmas  but  he  did  because  he 
was  in  heaven  with  God  and  all  the  angles. 
Mother  says  she'll  have  more  time  to  help 
us  now.  Judy  and  Heather 


How  are  you?  I  am  fine.  I  am  writing  a 
few  lines  to  let  you  know  that  Sandina  and  I 
would  like  to  come  to  Edmonton  with  you 
sisters.  When  you  write  back  to  me  Please 
Let  me  know  if  we  could  come.  We  would 
be  glad  if  we  both  could  come.  So  write  soon 
and  let  me  know  everything  what  I  wrote  to 
you?  I  will  be  bringing  blankets  or  what  J 
need  if  I  need  it.  We  would  also  be  very 
happy  if  we  could  sleep  together.  So  Good- 
bye Sisters.  Yours  Loving  Sylvia 

I  will  write  you.  this  letter  to  tell  you,  How 
are  Dear  Sisters  My  Father  said  if  I  can 
come,  there  and  my  freind  her  name  is 
Sylvia  and  me  and  you  will  teach  us.  Dear 
Sisters  when  do  we  have  to  come  there?  Do 
we  need  any  blankets  or  sheets  or  pillosw? 
Let  me  know  when  we  can  come  there  please 
sisters.  As  soon  as  possible  with  you  Sisters 
and  our  fathers  and  mothers  would  like  us 
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to  stay  there  with  you  Sisters  in  Edmonton, 
we  want  to  be  Sisters  to.  Goodbye  for  now 
Sisters.  Sandina 

We  are  sending  you  15c  for  the  Family 
Advent  Custom  Book  which  is  a  very  good 
book.  When  we  make  something  from  it  we 
will  write  and  tell  you.  God  bless  you. 

Beverley 

I'M  enclosing  15c  for  the  Family  Advent 
Customs  book  and  thanks  a  lot  and  it  sure 
helped  a  lot  an  I  tryed  the  Plum  Pudding. 

Alice 

I'm  sure  glad  that  I'm  doing  well.  Thank 
you  Sister.  I  am  sending  a  picture  to  you  so 
look  in  the  envlope  for  it.  I  have  a  goldfiish, 
all  of  us  have  one,  Billy,  Betsy  and  I.  Grand- 
mother gave  them  to  us.  I  have  been  saving 
my  money  for  Christmas  presents  for  moth- 
er and  all  of  the  famley.  Betsy  is  singing  a 
song.  I  have  to  stop  writing.  With  love, 

Judy 

How  are  you?  I  am  fine.  We  have  a  baby 
sister  now.  Her  name  is  Phyllis  Lorraine. 
She  is  sure  cute.  Phyllis  is  4  mounts  old. 
Kathy  is  in  Vancuover  now.  We're  taking 
up  about  Australia  in  school.  Our  work  is 
sure  easy  in  grade  4.  Pat  has  quit  nersing 
now  and  mommy  and  daay  felt  pretty  sad 
about  it.  There  was  a  fire  in  town  last  Thurs- 
day. Yours  reespectfully,  Margaret 

We  had  a  very  joyous  time  at  our  Hal- 
lowe'en party.  First  we  put  on  our  costumes 
and  paraded  all  through  the  rooms.  Then  we 
went  on  a  scavenger  hunt.  It  snowed  so  much 
on  All  Saints  Day  that  the  car  got  stuck. 
After  we  said  our  Rosary  we  went  tobog- 
gening.  We  pulled  the  toggin  to  a  hill.  We 
got  on.  We  were  going  real  good.  We  were 
about  halfway  down  and  ran  into  a  snow- 
bank. The  tobboggon  was  just  about  all 
covered  with  snow.  Then  we  went  down 
again  real  nice.  We  walked  all  the  way  home. 
Then  went  to  bed.  God  bless  you.  Sincerely, 

Rosemary 

I  would  like  to  thank  you  for  the  lovely 
gift  you  sent  me.  I  sure  like  it.  and  thanks 
for  the  beautiful  card  you  sent  me.  I  sure 
enjoy  your  lessons  and  once  again  I  thank 
you  for  the  lovely  gift  you  sent  me  May 
God  bless  your  good  work  for  ever  and  ever 
Amen.  Bye  Bye  Yours  truely  Darlene 


I  would  be  very  glad  and  very  obliged  to 
you  if  you  would  enroll  my  boy  for  corres- 
pondence catechism  lessons  by  mail.  I  took 
the  lessons  from  you  and  have  completed  all 
courses.  I  think  the  lessons  are  wonderful 
and  very  instructive.  Now  I  have  a  boy  who 
is  seven  years  old  and  I  would  very  much 
like  to  instruct  him  in  the  Catholic  religion 
with  your  help.  We  very  seldom  go  to 
church  as  we  are  so  far  away  and  have  no 
means  of  transportation  so  we  are  compelled 
to  stay  home.  I  would  like  to  get  the  first 
lessons  for  the  boy  and  also  a  prayer  book 
for  little  children.  Hoping  to  hear  from  you 
soon.  Mrs.  P.F. 

I  can  never  thank  you  enough  for  sending 
these  beautiful  catechism  lessons  to  Nicky. 
He  has  had  them  since  his  first  Holy  Com- 
munion year  and  they  have  accomplished 
what  I  could  never  have  done  myself.  From 
the  bottom  of  my  grateful  heart  I  offer  a 
prayer  for  you  in  thankfulness.  May  God 
bless  you  all.  Mrs.  V.A. 

Please  find  enclosed  15c  for  the  booklet 
"Family  Advent  Customs."  Thank  you  very 
much  for  sending  it  to  us.  We  will  try  some 
of  the  customs  and  hope  it  will  help  to  make 
our  Christmas  holier.  Mrs.  M. 

Two  cents  is  for  my  test  and  two  cents  is 
for  the  stamp.  God  bless  you  Sisters  of 
Service.  Leanne 

I  like  to  receive  letters  from  you.  I  like  to 
study  my  catechism  and  I  always  read  it  five 
time  and  sometimes  more  if  I  don't  know  it 
to  well.  It  is  so  nice  that  I  can  get  the  cate- 
chism lessons  by  mail.  I  go  to  a  country 
school.  There  are  six  boys  and  six  girls  in 
our  school.  I  love  Jesus.  Sincerely. 

Joyce 

I  am  very  glad  to  hear  from  you.  I  had 
thought  so  often  of  writing  you  but  as  I  am 
the  mother  of  seven  boys — all  under  10 — I 
just  never  got  around  to  it. 

I  remember  so  well  the  lessons  my  sister, 
brother  and  I  took  from  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice and  loved  doing  them.  So  I  would  be 
happy  for  my  boys  to  get  the  same  lessons.  I 
will  write  the  names  of  the  two  oldest  on 
the  enrollment  forms.  Thank  you.  Sincerely 

Mrs.  K. 
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Before  the  Ball  Began 


Sister  G.  Walsh 


Betsy  spent  the  previous  evening  starching  and  ironing  her 
crinolines.  From  Sister  Muldoon's  appearance  she,  too,  must 
have  helped  with  the  starching.  Betsy  had  been  invited  to  the 
Engineer's  Ball  (St.  Mary's  University,  Halifax)  and  she  was 
preparing  well  for  the  big  event. 

On  the  evening  and  at  the  time  appointed  the  escort 
arrived.  Betsy  looked  a  picture  in  her  dainty  pink  chiffon 
gown.  She  is  small,  with  deep  blue  eyes,  fair  hair  and  the 
peaches-and-cream  complexion  so  often  found  in  the  Mari- 
times.  She  looked  so  sweet  that  one  of  the  girls  took  her  picture 
before  she  left  the  house.  Most  of  the  girls  saw  the  good-look- 
ing young  couple  off;  they  were  all  going,  in  spirit,  to  the 
Engineer's  Ball!  The  next  item  would  be  Betsy's  excited  de- 
scription of  everything  and  everyone — which  we,  the  Sisters, 
devoutly  hoped  could  be  saved  for  the  next  day. 

Alas  and  alack!  About  three  minutes  after  the  trium- 
pant  departure  Betsy  and  her  escort  were  back.  Betsy  ran 
frantically  upstairs;  Charlie,  looking  puzzled  and  evidently 
unaware  of  the  reason  for  the  return,  went  into  the  TV  room. 

In  approximately  ten  minutes  Betsy  reappeared,  quite 
composed  and  still  beaming,  but — this  time  she  was  wearing 
a  beautiful  green  gown.  The  girls  waved  the  couple  out  of 
the  house  once  more  and  then  collapsed,  in  peals  of  laughter, 
on  the  stairs,  everywhere. 

Poor  little  Betsy  had  gained  a  few  pounds  since  her  last 
outing  in  the  pink  chiffon.  The  girls  had  had  a  little  difficulty 
zipping  her  into  it  but  had  hoped  for  the  best.  Just  as  she  got 
outside  the  door,  Betsy  felt  the  zipper  give! 
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Montreal:  The  bridal  couple  walked 
slowly  and  carefully  into  the  chapel. 
They  were  followed  by  a  daughter,  a 
daughter-in-law  and  six  charming 
grandchildren.  One  of  their  sons  stood 
in  the  sanctuary  with  Reverend  Leon- 
ard Crowley,  the  S.O.S.  Club  chaplain. 
(Two  other  sons  live  in  England  and 
California,  respectively).  When  the 
little  party  had  settled  in  their  places, 
Father  Crowley  spoke  briefly  about  the 
spiritual  significance  of  a  Golden  Wed- 
ding. Then  the  couple  renewed  their 
marriage  vows  in  strong,  firm  voices. 
We  formed  two  choirs  to  recite  the  Te 
Deum  in  English  before  the  beautiful 
Votive  Mass  of  Our  Lady  with  the  Gre- 
gorian "Cum  Jubilo"  Ordinary  was 
sung. 

The  Golden  Jubilarians  were  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Walter  Fisher  whose  daugh- 
ter, Terry,  has  long  been  an  active  and 
utterly  devoted  member  of  S.O.S.A. 
and  friend  of  the  S.O.S.  The  ceremony 
was  quietly  beautiful  and  deeply  mov- 
ing. It  was  a  small  island  of  stability 


1             i*5#*  -  If 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fisher  in  the  Montreal 
Club  after  their  Golden  Jubilee  Mass. 


and  peace  in  the  strangely  stormy 
waters  of  married  life  in  our  day. 

The  Sisters  of  Servce  add  their  con- 
gratulations and  good  wishes  to  those 
of  the  many  friends  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Fisher  and  their  family. 
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Christian  Island:  The  novelty  of  hav- 
ing a  member  of  parliament  of  cabinet 
rank  as  a  visitor  came  very  near  to 
eclipsing  the  real  purpose  of  ceremonies 
staged  at  Cedar  Point  and  Christian  Is- 
land Indian  Reserve  on  October  2. 

The  Honourable  Ellen  Fairclough, 
Minister  of  Citizenship  and  Immigra- 
tion was  the  first  cabinet  minister  ever 
to  visit  this  Island  Reserve.  In  her 
capacity  as  head  of  the  Department  of 
Indian  Affairs  she  was  given  the  honour 
of  christening  a  new  ferry  boat  built  to 
carry  passengers  and  freight  between 
the  mainland  and  the  island. 

Mrs.  Fairclough  christened  the  craft 
the  "R.  A.  Hoey"  in  recognition  of  work 
done  by  a  former  director  of  the  De- 
partment of  Indian  Affairs. 

The  christening  ceremony  took  place 
at  Cedar  Point  dock  where  officials  were 
accommodated  on  a  special  platform. 
Following  the  christening  guests  were 
taken  on  a  cruise  among  the  three  is- 
lands which  compose  the  reserve. 


Chief  Lewis  Jackson  and  his  council 
were  on  hand  at  the  Christian  Island 
dock  to  receive  the  official  party  when 
they  arrived  shortly  before  noon.  School 
children  were  also  lined  up  to  cheer  the 
Minister. 

Following  luncheon  the  official  party 
were  taken  on  a  short  tour  of  the  Island. 
At  Fort  Ste.  Marie  II,  Mrs.  Fairclough 
heard  Father  O.  A.  Lebel,  S.J.,  a 
Jesuit  Missionary,  give  a  brief  outline 
of  the  flight  from  Fort  Ste.  Marie  I  and 
the  subsequent  hardships  endured  by 
Jesuits  and  Huron  Indians.  Mrs.  Elsie 
Jury  completed  the  story  by  telling  what 
had  happened  to  the  Hurons  after  they 
left  the  Island  in  1650. 

Mrs.  Fairclough  paid  a  special  visit 
to  the  R.C.  and  Protestant  schools.  She 
urged  the  pupils  to  continue  their  edu- 
cation and  pointed  out  that  "no  Indian 
need  go  without  a  higher  education. 
There  are  scholarships  available  for  In- 
dian students  who  show  they  have  the 
capacity.  All  they  need  is  continued 
good  marks." 


The  Honourable  Mrs 
Ellen  Fairclough 
visits  the  R.C.  school 
on  Christian  Island. 


A  LOAFER  DOESN'T  GET  MUCH  GOOD  OUT  OF  A  HOLIDAY 
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Camp  Morton:  After  Sister  Camoz- 
zi's  first  Profession  she  was  told  that 
she  would  be  teaching  in  No.  2  school 
here.  Though  an  experienced  teacher, 
she  had  the  usual  first-mission  qualms. 
At  the  end  of  her  first  year  in  Camp 
Morton  she  recalled  the  qualms  and  her 
subsequent  experience  in  the  following 
way. 

In  the  trunk  room  at  60  Glen, 
Said  Sister  Ready  to  me  then, 
"See  that  box  for  polishing  shoes, 
Sister  Renaud  made  it.  "That  made 

me  muse — 
"What  is  she  like?"  Capable,"  said 

she. 

I  thought  of  teaching  in  No.  2 

And  said,  "Woe  is  me!" 

"The  Lord  wants  you  there  now 

So  go  and  do  your  best. 

You  can  give  those  children  some- 
thing too 

Out  there  in  the  West." 

"What  may  I  ask  could  I  possibly 
give?" 

"Music"  said  she,  and  she  wasn't  be- 
ing glib. 
This  conversation  was  recalled 
The  first  rainy  day  last  Fall, 
When  all  the  children  were  in  all  day 
I  said,  "How  many  here  would  like 
to  play 

The  piano?"  But  Sister,  we  haven't 
one 

Though  if  we  did  it  would  be  fun. 

Once  there  was  a  man 

A  famous  leader  of  a  band 

Who  learned  to  play  on  a  piano  of 

paper. 

And  as  for  his  fame, 
He  could  not  have  been  greater. 
Fifteen  wanted  to  play,  so  each  day, 
On  a  cardboard  piano  for  ten 
minutes  they'd  play. 


For  three  months  they  practised, 

there  wasn't  a  sound 
From  the  paper  piano,  though 

they'd  pound  and  they'd  pound. 
On  Remembrance  Day  came  an 

organ,  one  half  a  ton. 
In  turn  they  played  pieces  they'd 

learned  from  Book  One. 
(The  tune  of  Yankee  Doodle  nearly 

made  our  eyes  run.) 
Already  I  see  those  with  more  talent 

than  I. 

This  is  one  way  I  hope  Our  Lord 
to  magnify. 

Ottawa:  St.  Patrick's  College  football 
team  was  due  to  play  so  the  students 
were  given  time  off  to  attend  the  game. 
Sister  Cooper,  a  student  at  St.  Pat's, 
prepared  to  go  home  but  she  was  fore- 
stalled by  some  of  the  Fathers  who  said, 
"Now,  Sister,  you  look  like  a  good 
cheer  leader.  You  must  come  to  the 
game  for  a  little  while  anyway."  Obe- 
diently she  went.  At  the  end  of  the  first 
quarter,  St.  Pat's  was  ahead  20-0  and 
a  member  of  the  opposing  team  had 
broken  a  leg.  One  good  Oblate  begged, 
"Just  take  it  a  little  easy  from  here  on, 
will  you  Sister  please." 


Tenting  on  the  Old  Camp  Ground 

(Continued) 

We  broke  up  camp  on  Friday  and 
moved  into  Smith  to  prepare  for  First 
Communion  on  Sunday  and  Confirma- 
tion on  Monday.  The  children  behaved 
beautifully.  As  we  left  we  cherished  one 
of  God's  frequent  gifts  to  catechists,  a 
better  understanding  of  our  Lord's 
words,  "Suffer  the  little  children  to 
come  unto  Me  and  forbid  them  not  for 
of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 


BLOTTER:  SOMETHING  YOU  LOOK  FOR  WHILE  THE  INK  DRIES 
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The  Constant   Novitiate  (Continued) 

pas  Sister  Mistress  answered,  "We  will 
look  after  that  immediately  —  every- 
body to  the  kitchen."  Maybe  the  novices 
of  my  day  would  have  been  more  en- 
thusiastic over  a  kitchen  party,  yes, 
maybe,  but  .  .  .  Anyway,  another  Man- 
ning girl,  now  Sister  Hartman,  was  the 
novice  in  charge  of  the  kitchen.  I  knew 
we  could  depend  on  her  to  save  us  from 
malnutrition.  She  did.  During  our  kit- 
chen party  I  noticed  the  two  assistants 
in  the  kitchen.  Apparently  they  had 
been  having  a  bad  time.  Somehow  all 
the  little  cuts  and  bruises  had  to  happen 
at  the  same  time.  A  solicitous  senior 
novice  had  daubed  the  unfortunates 
generously  with  band-aids.  Said  one  of 


them,  "We  surely  are  poor  bandaged 
children  of  Eve." 

We  had  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  on  the  feast  of  St.  Matthew. 
In  a  moment  of  rare  laxity  the  choir 
mistress  asked,  "What  would  you  like 
to  sing?"  A  postulant  suggested  en- 
thusiastically, "O  sing  what  you  sang 
two  Sundays  ago."  Then  she  added 
diffidently  and  softly,  "Is  it  suitable?" 
She,  I  would  say,  may  not  have  an  ear 
for  music  but  she  is  learning  fast. 

Yes,  my  experience  during  that  un- 
forgettable week  at  the  Novitiate  has 
convinced  me  of  this:  novices  and 
postulants,  God  bless  them,  haven't 
changed  a  bit! 


Christmas 

Little  child  out  of  Eternity,  now  will  I  sing  to  thy  mother! 

The  song  shall  be  fair  as  dawn-tinted  snow. 
Rejoice  Mary  Virgin,  daughter  of  my  earth,  sister  of  my 

soul,  rejoice,  O  joy  of  my  joy! 
I  am  as  one  who  wanders  through  the  night,  but  you  are  a 

house  under  stars. 
I  am  a  thirsty  cup,  but  you  are  God's  open  sea. 
Rejoice  Mary  Virgin,  blessed  are  those  who  call  you  blessed, 

never  more  shall  child  of  man  lose  hope. 
I  am  one  love  for  all,  I  shall  never  cease  from  saying:  one  of 

you  has  been  exalted  by  the  Lord. 
Rejoice  Mary  Virgin,  wings  of  my  earth,  crown  of  my  soul, 

rejoice  joy  of  my  joy! 
Blessed  are  those  who  call  you  blessed. 

Gertrude  von  Le  Fort 


A  WISE  MAN  THINKS  ALL  THAT  HE  SAYS;  A  FOOL  SAYS  ALL  THAT  HE  THINKS 
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Postscript 


Toyland — in  a  large  department  store — a  few  days  be- 
fore Christmas.  The  scene  was  clamorous  with  all  the  garish 
artificiality  with  which  commercialism  has  daubed  the  beauti- 
ful simplicity  of  Christmas.  Nonetheless,  the  atmosphere  was 
friendly  as  strangers  smiled  at  one  another  and  exchanged 
small  pleasantries. 

A  bit  impatiently  I  took  my  place  in  a  long  queue  of  cus- 
tomers. Then  I  saw  the  old  gentleman.  He  faced  me  at  the 
opposite  side  of  the  four  sided  counter.  He  was  enchanted  by 
the  miniature  railway  which  was  on  display — it  was  complete 
in  every  detail.  He  suddenly  looked  younger  as  he  manipu- 
lated switches  and  changed  the  positions  of  cars  and  engines. 
Then  his  wife  appeared.  She  must  have  been  his  wife.  He 
turned  eagerly  and  pointed  to  the  tracks,  the  cars,  the  entire 
assembly.  Without  a  smile,  without  a  glance  at  the  railway 
she  spoke  abruptly  and  turned  away.  The  cloak  of  age  slipped 
back  again  as  the  old  gentleman  followed  his  wife,  but  he 
did  look  back,  wistfully,  just  once. 

How  I  hoped  he  did  not  feel  as  sad  as  I  did.  His  wife, 
poor  woman,  had  no  room  in  the  inn  of  her  heart  for  his 
interest,  for  a  share  in  his  small  pleasure.  Annoyance  flooded 
through  me  until  a  pesky  thought  intruded  itself.  "Are  you 
like  that  woman?"  the  thought  asked.  "Aren't  you  often  too 
busy,  too  preoccupied  to  be  interested  in,  to  share  in  the 
interests  of  others?" 

"Dear  Lord,  Your  Heart  encompasses  the  whole  world. 
Please  make  my  heart  big  like  yours,  open  to  all  whom  I  meet 
on  the  way,  so  that  nobody  will  ever  know  if,  sometimes,  their 
mountains  appear  to  me  as  molehills." 

The  Editor 
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Toward  a  Happy  K[ew  Tear 


Take  time  to  work — 

it  is  the  price  of  success 
Take  time  to  think — 

it  is  the  source  of  power 
Take  time  to  play — 

it  is  the  secret  of  perennial  youth 
Take  time  to  read — 

it  is  the  fountain  of  wisdom 
Take  time  to  pray — 

it  is  the  highway  of  reverence 
Take  time  to  be  friendly — 

it  is  the  road  to  happiness 
Take  time  to  dream — 

it  is  hitching  your  wagon  to  a  star 
Take  time  to  love  and  be  loved — 

it  is  the  privilege  of  the  children  of  God 
Take  time  to  look  around — 

it  is  too  short  a  day  to  be  selfish 
Take  time  to  laugh — 

it  is  the  music  of  the  soul 
Take  time  to  play  with  children — 

it  is  the  joy  of  joys 
Take  time  to  be  courteous — 

it  is  the  work  of  a  gentleman 


7~ 
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Pepito's  burrito  needs  prodding 
but 
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OUR  COVER:  You  have  seen  this  cover  before  when  we  featured  the  work 
of  our  nursing  sisters.  This  seems  an  appropriate  time  to  repeat  the  cover 
when  we  are  highlighting  "The  Edson  Story".  Edson  and  its  hospital  was  in 
the  news  at  the  time  of  the  recent  pipeline  disaster.  The  story  is  on  page  9. 


Memo 


from  the  editor  s  desk 


Easter    Have  you  ever  felt  gladness  rising  in  your  heart  at  sight  of  a  crocus 
1 962    Pushin§  i*s  determined  way  through  the  snow?  Just  when  the 
winter  seems  endless,  when  the  grayness  of  soiled  snow  and  bare 
earth  settles  on  the  land,  then  the  crocus  appears,  a  harbinger  of 
Easter  and  spring. 


".  .  .  the  crocus'  golden  cup 
Like  a  warrior  leaping  up 
At  the  summons  of  the  spring, 

'Guard  turn  out!'  for  welcoming 


We  stop  in  wonderment  at  the  mystery  of  a  crocus  pushing 
through  the  snow,  but  a  diluted  Christianity  lightly  dismisses  the 
implications  of  Easter  in  our  own  lives. 

We  do  not  know  of  Christ's  first  visit  to  His  own  Mother.  But 
of  all  His  other  appearances  His  first  was  to  a  woman,  Mary 
Magdalene.  To  quote  Father  Walter  Farrell,  "That  appearance  was 
the  climax  of  a  story  which  has  meant  more  to  sinners  than  anyone 
but  God  can  tell,  showing  them  what  they  know  deep  in  their 
hearts,  namely  that  their  capacity  for  great  love  is  not  less  but 
more  than  their  capacity  for  great  sin  .  .  . 

"In  exactly  the  same  way  the  resurrection  of  Our  Lord  is  the 
cause  and  the  exemplar  of  an  even  more  wonderful  resurrection 
that  goes  on  about  us  every  day:  the  resurrection  of  the  soul  from 
death  of  sin  to  the  life  of  grace  .  ,  .  Because  Christ  has  risen 
the  soul  can  come  forth  from  the  tomb  in  its  original  splendour 


WHERE  ALL  THINK  ALIKE,  NO  ONE  THINKS  VERY  MUCH 
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.  .  .  There  are  no  witnesses,  only  the  weeping  Magdalene,  our  own 
soul,  overcome  at  finding  the  Master  and  Friend  once  more." 
Further,  the  resurrection  of  Our  Lord  is  the  cause  and  exemplar 
of  our  own  eventual  resurrection  from  the  dead  to  an  eternity  of 
ineffable  bliss  or  of  indescribable  loss. 

May  Easter  1962  be  to  each  of  us  a  beginning,  even  a  small 
beginning  of  meditation  on  the  truths  of  life  and  death  and  resur- 
rection. The  truth  will  make  us  free  with,  as  Father  Farrell  says, 
"a  freedom  of  the  spirit  which  finds  its  immediate  expression  in  the 
freedom  to  live  life,  and  its  ultimate  climax  in  the  glory  of  the  risen 
man.  By  it  (the  truth)  man  can  drink  deeply  of  the  cup  of  life, 
finding  it  always  full  to  overflowing  and  his  own  capacity  not 
diminished,  but  constantly  increasing." 


Teaching    Through  the  courtesy  of  Reverend  Walter  P.  Fitzgerald,  m.ed., 
P  i.  .        Supervisor  of  religious  instruction  in  the  Edmonton  Separate 
e  '9,on    schools  and  of  the  Editor  of  The  Western  Catholic  we  are  happy 
to  present  the  first  in  a  series  of  very  timely  articles  by  Father 
Fitzgerald  on  the  teaching  of  Religion. 


Prayers    Divine  Spirit,  sent  by  Father  in  name  of  Son,  this  is  our  prayer, 
r      ,       Be  ever  present  in  the  Church,  be  her  sure  Guide,  pour  out  over 
or     e    this  Council  the  fullness  of  your  gifts. 
Council 

Wise  Teacher  and  gentle  Comforter,  inspire  our  Bishops  who, 
in  obedience  to  the  Holy  Father,  will  meet  together  in  the  Holy 
Council. 

Divine  Spirit  this  is  our  prayer.  That  the  Council  bear  much 
fruit.  That  the  light  and  strength  of  the  Gospel  reach  deeper  and 
deeper  into  the  world  of  men.  That  the  Catholic  religion  and  her 
missions  prosper.  That  her  teachings  be  better  known.  That  her 
discipline  lead  men  to  real  happiness. 

Sweet  Guest  of  the  soul,  set  our  minds  firm  in  the  truth,  and 
dispose  our  hearts  to  obedience,  that  we  may  sincerely  accept  and 
gladly  co-operate  with  all  that  the  Council  decrees. 

For  the  sheep  not  of  Christ's  fold  do  we  pray.  Even  as  they 
glory  in  the  name  of  Christians,  so  too  may  they  come  to  oneness 
with  us,  under  the  one  Shepherd. 

IT  OFTEN  SHOWS  A  FINE  COMMAND  OF  LANGUAGE  TO  SAY  NOTHING 
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The  Edson 
Story 


From  the  field  at  home  files 
with  editorial  comment 


"Disaster  at  Edson"  —  "Pipeline  Section  Shredded  by  Blast"  —  When  these 
and  similar  headlines  appeared  across  the  country  some  time  ago  the  town  of 
Edson  was  suddenly  spotlighted  into  prominence.  The  survivors  of  the  disaster 
were  brought  to  St.  John's  Hospital  in  Edson  which  is  operated  by  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  Further  on  in  this  issue  Sister  Tunney  of  the  hospital  staff  tells  of  the 
impact  of  the  disaster  on  the  hospital.  We  believe  our  readers  will  be  interested 
in  a  flashback  history,  from  The  Field  at  Home  files,  of  the  work  of  the  S.O.S. 
in  Edson. 

Edson,  Alberta,  was  15  years  old  when  the  Sisters  of  Service  opened  St. 
John's  Hospital  in  1926.  The  town  was  established  in  1911  when  the  Grand 
Trunk  Pacific  Railway  was  still  under  construction  as  it  pushed  its  transconti- 
nental line  westward.  In  what  was,  at  the  time,  high-pressure  advertising,  Edson 
was  hailed  as  the  "Gateway  to  the  Last  Great  West."  At  that  time  also  the  gov- 
ernment was  cutting  a  colonization  road  north  to  Grande  Prairie  from  Edson,  a 
distance  of  some  250  miles.  The  road  is  still  known  as  the  Grande  Prairie  Trail. 

It  is  a  far  cry  from  the  Edson  of  the  frontier  days  to  the  bustling  activity  of 
today's  town,  just  as  it  is  a  far  cry  from  the  abandoned  15-bed  hospital  of  1926 
to  the  modern,  well-equipped  45-bed  hospital  of  1962. 


St.  John's  Hospital 
January,  1927 
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On  Sundays  we 
teach  catechism. 
We  always  expect 
the  unexpected 

January  1927:  Edson,  Alberta  is  our  most  recent  foundation.  Edson,  a 
divisional  point  on  the  main  line  of  the  C.N.R.  between  Edmonton  and 
Jasper,  is  an  admirable  location  for  a  hospital.  South  of  this  point  there 
are  some  5,000  miners  in  the  coal-fields  of  the  Alberta  Coal  Branch. 

On  December  8,  1926,  His  Grace  Archbishop  O'Leary  blessed  our 
foundation.  .  .  .  Our  only  fear  is  that  before  long  the  15  beds  now  avail- 
able will  not  be  able  to  meet  the  needs  of  that  isolated  population. 

April,  1931: 

C.N.R.  TRAIN  WRECKED  NEAR  EDSON 
Train  No.  1  thrown  from  track  as  car  hits  split  rail — 
Five  coaches  hurled  down  embankment — 29  people  injured 

On  Sunday  morning  last  Train  No.  1  had  left  the  Edson  yards  only 
a  few  minutes  when  the  air  was  pierced  with  the  shrieks  of  the  wreck 
signals.  The  wrecking  crew  arrived  at  the  shops  in  record  time,  and  a 
relief  train  was  made  up  when  it  was  learned  that  No.  1  had  jumped  the 
tracks  and  that  there  might  be  people  injured. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  in  charge  of  St.  John's  Hospital,  Edson,  won  the 
unstinted  praise  of  those  brought  to  their  care.  As  soon  as  they  were 
notified  by  Dr.  Tiffin  that  the  injured  were  on  their  way  to  the  hospital,  the 
Sisters  made  immediate  preparations  to  receive  them,  although  the  hospital 
was  full  at  the  time  .  .  .  The  hospital  was  a  veritable  hive  of  activity  as 
the  stretchers  and  cars  bearing  the  sufferers  arrived. 

From  the  Edson-Jasper  Signal,  April  14,  1931. 

October  1931 :  His  Excellency  Most  Reverend  H.  J.  O'Leary,  Archbishop 
of  Edmonton,  and  Mr.  A.  D.  McMillan,  Mayor  of  Edson,  met  at  the  hos- 
pital and  each  cut  a  ribbon  which  was  drawn  across  the  main  entrance. 
The  new  St.  John's  Hospital  was  open  to  the  public. 

WHEN  SOMEONE  SAYS:  "i  HOPE  YOU  WON'T  MIND  MY 
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Father  Landrigan,  pastor  of  Edson,  acted  as  Chairman  and  introduced 
the  various  speakers.  His  Excellency  outlined  the  history  of  the  coming  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service  to  Edson,  and  told  of  the  sad  condition  which  existed 
prior  to  their  arrival.  "I  remember  some  ten  years  ago  when  I  first  came 
to  Edson,  your  hospital  was  in  ruins  and  a  large  number  of  people,  prob- 
ably three  or  four  thousand  in  this  vicinity,  were  practically  without  hos- 
pitalization. Children  were  born  under  conditions  which  were  a  disgrace 
to  modern  civilization;  the  sick  had  to  be  sent  to  Edmonton  in  order  to 
receive  proper  medical  attention  .  .  .  now  the  people  of  Edson  have  a 
splendid  new  hospital  with  equipment  equal  to  any  large  city  hospital" 

Reverend  Father  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  who  was  present  for  the  opening,  also 
spoke  of  the  coming  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  to  Edson  five  years  ago. 
Though  beginnings  seemed  so  dark,  the  Sisters  had  carried  on,  trusting  in 
a  brighter  future  and  their  hopes  had  now  been  realized. 

Superintendent  McDonald  of  the  Canadian  National  Railways  .  .  .  very 
pointedly  marked  the  contrast  between  the  present-day  institution  and  the 
few  spasmodic  efforts  that  had  been  made  in  the  past  to  establish  a 
hospital. 

January  1936:  Four  children  were  admitted,  all  suffering  from  scurvy. 
It  seems  their  diet  all  winter  has  been  potatoes,  potatoes  and  more  po- 
tatoes. All  four  will  soon  be  healthy  again. 

april  1939:  Our  old  Indian  patient  died.  He  had  been  pretty  repulsive 
but  he  did  make  apparently  fervent  acts  of  contrition,  faith  and  love  be- 
fore he  died.  On  hearing  of  his  death  his  sister  came  in.  The  first  thing  she 
asked  for  was  his  pipe.  When  we  gave  her  the  coveted  souvenir  she  sat 
down  in  the  office  and  had  a  good  smoke. 

Falling  trees  and  power-saws;  rock  slides  and  stooping  posture!  All  add  up 
to  a  high  percentage  of  accident  patients  from  the  mines  and  from  the  logging 
camps  which  operate  in  the  area  during  the  winter  months. 

april  1942:  At  present  I  have  one  of  the  men's  wards  where  the  patients 
are  practically  all  ambulatory  —  cut  fingers,  bruised  arms  and  torn  liga- 
ments —  just  enough  to  keep  them  in  the  hospital  and  not  enough  to  make 
them  miserable.  I  am  getting  experience  on  how  to  approach  these  men 
about  receiving  the  Sacraments.  Most  of  them  are  willing  enough  and  their 
simplicity,  at  times,  is  touching.  It  seems  that  some  spend  fust  enough 
time  here  to  make  their  peace  with  God  before  returning  to  the  logging 
camps. 

An  S.O.S.  hospital  is  many  things  —  hospital,  social-work  centre,  and,  some- 
times, a  hostel.  So  many  calls  are  made  on  the  Sisters  and  it  is  right  that  it 
should  be  so.  Besides  the  ordinary  little  things  like  supplying  meals,  clothing,  an 
occasional  bed,  one  of  the  Sisters  has  been  giving  the  Canadian  Red  Cross  course 
in  Health,  Home  Nursing  and  Emergencies  to  a  group  of  Edson  women. 

TELLING  YOU  THIS,"  IT'S  A  PRETTY  SURE  BET  YOU  WILL 
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Dr.  M.  E.  Tiffin  at  first  Red  Cross  blood  donor  clinic 

January  1946:  On  Sundays  we  go  to  Haddock  to  teach  catechism,  that 
is,  some  of  us  go.  On  these  Sunday  trips  we  can  always  expect  the  unex- 
pected. If  you  are  good  at  "pushing  over",  if  you  don't  mind  bumps,  if  your 
constitution  can  stand  back-seat  churning,  and  if  you  don't  mind  six  where 
three  should  be,  then  you  have  a  few  of  the  qualifications  for  a  Sunday 
passenger  in  Father's  car. 

Gradually  a  great  change  took  place  in  the  hospital  field.  In  1926  a  hospital 
was  a  strictly  charitable  institution.  By  1947  charity  was  a  social  thing  and  a 
hospital  was  expected  to  be  a  highly  efficient  business  institution.  New  trends  in 
the  hospital  field  presented  new  problems  but  the  spirit  of  the  Catholic  hospital 
had  to  be  maintained  —  caring  for  the  sick  in  a  Christ-like  spirit  of  charity. 

April  1948:  Life's  little  tragedies  frequently  follow  impassable  roads  and 
delayed  train  service.  A  young  man  and  his  wife  came  here  one  afternoon 
recently  looking  for  Father  and  carrying  a  baby.  I  asked,  "Is  the  baby  ill?" 
Big  tears  rolled  down  the  father's  face  as  the  mother  replied,  "No,  the 
baby  is  dead." 

The  baby  had  died  during  the  night.  With  the  roads  as  they  were  the 
parents  knew  that  neither  the  doctor  nor  the  R.C.M.P.  could  get  to  them 
for  some  days.  They  decided  to  walk  to  Edson.  They  were  picked  up  and 
driven  part  way.  The  mother  had  carried  the  little  body  all  the  way.  Being 
Catholics,  they  sought  out  Father  who  took  over  for  them.  They  were  so 
grateful  that  the  baby  had  been  baptized.  They  were  resigned  too,  but 
parent-like,  deeply  hurt  at  their  loss. 

In  1948  a  contract  was  signed  with  the  Canadian  Red  Cross  whereby  Red 
Cross  supplied  the  hospital  with  whole  blood  and  dried  plasma  free  of  charge 
and  the  hospital  and  doctor  looked  after  the  administration  of  the  blood  and 
plasma,  also  free  of  charge.  During  the  years  the  hospital  had  been  acquiring 
new  equipment.  An  incubator,  a  resuscitator,  new  O.R.  equipment  and,  in  this 

A  JOURNEY  OF  A  THOUSAND  MILES  BEGINS  WITH  BUT  A  SINGLE  STEP 
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In  the  middle 
of  the  group, 
the  late 
Sister 
Wymbs  is 
surrounded 
by  the 
babies  she 
loved 


year,  a  100  milliampere  X-Ray  machine  which  necessitated  re-wiring  in  the 

X-Ray  Department. 

January  1949:  Sister  Wymbs  has  gone  to  the  Mother  House  and  another 
Edson  milestone  is  passed.  Twenty-one  years  ago  Sister  Wymbs  opened 
Edson  Hospital  with  little  of  either  money  or  help,  but  with  a  great  deal 
of  faith  and  courage.  The  early  days  were  hard  indeed,  as  pioneering  is 
always  hard;  the  generosity  and  self-sacrifice  of  the  first  Sisters  was  often 
heroic.  Sister  Wymbs  leaves  us  after  years  of  devoted  service.  She  is  happy 
in  the  knowledge  that  the  old  frame-building  of  many  inconveniences  has 
given  place  to  a  modern,  smoothly-running,  well-equipped  hospital  which 
ranks  high  among  the  small  hospitals  in  the  Province. 
April  1952:  Judging  from  activities  within  a  radius  of  about  fifty  miles, 
a  pulp  mill,  a  cement  plant  and  huge  derricks  dotting  the  country-side  to 
herald  the  beginning  of  an  oil  era,  Edson  will  undoubtedly  become  a 
thriving  centre  of  industry.  It  is  also  rumoured  that  the  road  from  Peers 
to  the  Peace  River  country  will  be  completed. 

During  the  years  both  individuals  and  organizations  have  been  generous  to 
the  hospital  in  Edson.  The  late  Dr.  M.  E.  Tiffin,  for  many  years  the  backbone 
of  the  Edson  medical  staff,  donated  an  Albee-Comper  Orthopaedic  table  to  the 
hospital.  The  large  percentage  of  patients  who  are  fracture  cases  made  this  a 
particularly  welcome  gift. 

In  1953  the  local  Kinsmen  presented  a  cheque  for  $700  to  the  hospital 
toward  the  purchase  of  a  new  anaesthetic  machine.  The  Edson  Kinettes  gave  an 
electric  steam-kettle  for  the  children's  ward. 

JULY  1953:  About  1910  a  little  church  was  built  in  the  very  new  town  of 
Edson.  As  the  population  grew  the  building  became  inadequate,  and  re- 
quired an  addition.  The  town  continued  to  expand  and  in  1952  the  sod 
was  turned  for  a  new  church.  The  new  Sacred  Heart  Church  was  ready 
for  Holy  Mass  in  March  of  this  year.  Already  it  is  filled  to  capacity  every 
Sunday. 

MANY  THINGS  ARE  OPENED  BY  MISTAKE.  NONE  SO  OFTEN  AS  THE  MOUTH 
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july  1957:  Recently  there  was  an  excited  rush  at  the  front  door  as  a 
slightly  wild-eyed  young  man  appeared  with  a  carton  on  either  arm.  We 
could  not  see  any  reason  for  excitement  and  anyway  the  cartons  should 
have  been  delivered  at  the  back  door  —  or  so  we  thought.  The  contents 
were  rather  special  though.  Each  carton  contained  a  baby  girl,  each  baby 
weighed  seven  pounds,  two  ounces.  The  mother  was  admitted  a  little  later. 
Mother-like  she  had  insisted  on  her  husband  bringing  the  babies  in  first  to 
be  checked  by  the  doctor. 

In  1959  the  Edson  Branch  of  the  Canadian  Legion  gave  the  hospital  a 
Hoyer  Patient  Lifter.  Doctors,  Sisters  and  other  staff  members  are  delighted  with 
the  lifter  which  eliminates  the  necessity  of  lifting  and  eases  back-strain. 

april  1961 :  On  December  8,  1960  we  donned  our  white  uniforms  for  the 
first  time.  It  seemed  odd  to  be  donning  white  again,  I  had  just  become 
accustomed  to  being  a  gray  nurse.  But  I  prayed  a  little  prayer  that  the 
white  would  be  worn  always  for  His  greater  glory  and  the  good  of  souls. 

And  so  the  Edson  story  goes  —  all  of  life's  joys,  sorrows,  hopes  and  fears 
are  met  in  the  small  hospital,  perhaps  in  a  more  intimate  manner  than  in  larger 
institutions.  The  small  hospitals  are  rapidly  giving  place  to  larger,  more  central- 
ized institutions.  Undoubtedly  this  is  a  good  thing  in  many  ways.  It  is  a  good 
thing  provided  that  patients  never  become  numbers  but  are  always  treated  with 
the  respect,  the  courtesy,  the  Christ-like  charity  which  is  their  due  as  human 
persons,  actual  or  potential  members  of  the  Mystical  Body  of  Christ. 


St.  John's 
Hospital 
in  1962 


THE  OPTIMIST  IS  OFTEN  AS  WRONG  AS  THE  PESSIMIST  BUT  HE  IS  FAR  HAPPIER 
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The  Edson 
Disaster 


Sister  Evelyn  Tunney 


The  explosion  on  the  16th  January 
which  claimed  the  lives  of  eight  young 
men  and  caused  injuries  to  four  others, 
caused  a  wide-spread  feeling  of  tragic 
sadness  in  Canada  and  the  United 
States.  The  accident  occurred  about  10 
o'clock  in  the  morning  when  the  crew 
of  the  Piggott  Pipeline  had  been  work- 
ing on  the  joining-up  of  the  lateral 
lines  to  the  main  gas  pipeline,  about 
forty  miles  north  of  Edson.  It  is  con- 
sidered the  worst  pipeline  accident  in 
the  pipeline's  fifteen  year  history. 

The  reported  temperature  that  day 
in  the  Edson  district  was  30°  below 
zero  with  a  sharp  wind  blowing.  Inside 
the  hospital  business  was  as  usual  un- 
til about  10:40  when  a  call  came 
through  from  Doctor  Crawford  to  alert 
us  to  be  on  the  watch  for  the  ambu- 
lance. He  said  there  had  been  an  ex- 
plosion on  the  gas  line  forty  miles 
north,  but  he  did  not  know  how  many 
were  injured  and  it  would  take  about 
an  hour  before  anyone  could  possibly 
reach  the  hospital. 

About  11:30  a  Canadian  Bechtel 
truck  drove  up  to  the  front  entrance 
and  the  first  two  casualties,  Earl  West- 
man  and  Pierre  Gagne,  came  in,  faces 
black,  clothes  hanging  off,  and  each 
had  a  shoe  missing.  The  doctors  were 
phoned  and  the  nurses  started  their 


work  of  cleaning  and  dressing  burns 
and  cuts.  These  two  men  were  treated 
for  superficial  burns  about  the  face, 
and  lacerations  caused  when  they  were 
thrown,  by  the  blast,  against  a  cater- 
pillar. 

A  second  Canadian  Bechtel  truck 
arrived  about  fifteen  minutes  later  with 
Reinhardt  Weich  and  Edmond  Lacha- 
pelle,  who  were  obviously  in  distress. 
Mr.  Lachapelle  told  the  doctor  to  at- 
tend to  Mr.  Weich  first  as  he  was  in 
very  bad  shape.  Mr.  Weich  was  put  to 
bed  —  the  orders  were  for  sterile  iso- 
lation technique  as  he  suffered  burns 
to  45  per  cent  of  his  body.  His  condi- 
tion was  critical  and  his  family  was  no- 
tified. Mr.  Lachapelle's  wife  and  par- 
ents were  notified  also  that  he  was  a 
patient  but  his  condition  was  not  criti- 
cal. 

Mr.  Westman  and  Mr.  Gagne  were 
brought  to  the  Sun  Porch  where  they 
were  served  coffee.  Though  they  did 
not  give  any  names  they  said  they  be- 
lieved that  the  other  eight  members  of 
the  crew  had  been  killed  in  the  explo- 
sion. When  they  were  leaving  for  their 
hotel  they  promised  to  contact  their 
families  to  assure  them  they  were  safe 
as  the  news  of  the  catastrophe  was 
travelling  at  jet-like  speed.  We  were 
deluged  with  phone  calls  from  the 


EVERYTHING  COMES  TO  HIM  WHO  WAITS  —  IF  HE  WORKS  WHILE  HE  WAITS 
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The  pipes  were  brought  to  the  Edson  roundhouse 


press,  radio,  TV,  R.C.M.P.,  Hudson 
Bay  Oil,  Brown  &  Root,  Worthing's 
and  others  who  had  employees,  rela- 
tives or  friends  working  in  the  explo- 
sion area.  There  were  also  calls  offer- 
ing blood  transfusions.  Unmatched 
blood  had  been  ordered  by  telephone 
and  at  3  p.m.  blood  for  cross-matching 
was  sent  by  Piggott  Pipeline  helicopter 
to  the  Red  Cross  in  Edmonton.  By 
6:30  four  pints  of  matched  blood  had 
arrived  for  Mr.  Weich.  There  was  just 
no  sense  in  attempting  routine  office 
work  as  the  phone  kept  us  busy  with 
out-going  and  in-coming  calls. 

As  coroner,  Doctor  Crawford  went 
to  the  scene  of  the  disaster  and  re- 
mained there  until  evening  when  he 
came  to  the  hospital.  He  said  the  site 
looked  like  a  battlefield. 


On  Wednesday,  Doctor  Cohen 
thought  it  advisable  to  transfer  Mr. 
Weich,  by  ambulance,  to  the  Univer- 
sity Hospital  in  Edmonton.  His  condi- 
tion was  still  critical  but  he  was  hold- 
ing his  own.  Doctor  Cohen  accompan- 
ied him  to  Edmonton  in  order  to  con- 
sult with  the  Edmonton  doctors.  On  his 
return  to  Edson  Doctor  Cohen  told 
the  nurses  that  a  tracheotomy  was 
performed  on  Mr.  Weich. 

Edmond  Lachapelle  was  a  compres- 
sor operator  for  the  Piggott  Pipeline. 
He  said  he  enjoyed  the  company  of  the 
other  patients  in  the  ward  and  really 
found  life  in  the  hospital  interesting. 
He  left  here  to  return  to  his  home  in 
Regina  and  was  looking  forward  to 
seeing  his  wife,  Joyce,  his  twin  daugh- 
ters, Beverly  Anne  and  Brenda  Lee,  17 


SOME  PEOPLE  ARE  JUST  LIKE  ANGELS,  ALWAYS  HARPING  ON  SOMETHING 
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months,  and  his  month-old  son,  Jerry 
Edmond.  He  realizes  that  he  is  a  very 
fortunate  man  and  attributes  his  pro- 
tection to  the  prayers  of  his  family.  His 
parents  live  in  Milden,  Sask.;  he  has 
four  brothers  and  six  sisters.  One  sister, 
Sister  Mary  Madeleine,  is  in  the  Pre- 
cious Blood  Monastery,  St.  Paul,  Al- 
berta. 

Mr.  Lachapelle  was  a  patient  for  ten 
days  as  he  was  burned  about  the  head, 
face,  ears  and  back.  For  the  first  days 
he  must  have  been  quite  uncomfort- 
able because  of  the  area  of  the  burns, 
but  his  many  visitors  helped  to  pass 
the  time. 

Mr.  Lachapelle  said  that  about  600 
feet  of  20-inch  pipe  was  torn  like  paper 
in  quarter  strips  in  a  steady  "S"  pat- 
tern. The  pipes  were  brought  to  the 
Roundhouse  in  Edson,  where  pipeline 
experts  from  San  Francisco  and  Texas 
have  been  testing  the  breaks  to  estab- 
lish a  cause,  if  at  all  possible.  He  also 
said  that  the  blast  of  the  explosion 
could  be  heard  five  miles  away;  and 
that  the  blasts,  fire  and  pressure  were 


terrific.  He  said  he  fell  once  and  it  was 
only  then  that  he  realized  he  was  burn- 
ing. He  rolled  over  in  the  snow,  got  up 
and  continued  running.  After  a  sprint 
of  over  200  feet,  when  he  was  out  of 
the  fire  range,  he  rolled  in  the  snow 
again.  Up  to  this  time  it  was  impos- 
sible to  see  anything,  but  then  he  saw 
Mr.  Weich  about  50  feet  away  and 
noted  that  his  clothing  was  burnt  from 
above  his  knees  to  his  head;  only  the 
heavy  seams  kept  his  clothes  on  after 
a  fashion.  Mr.  Lachapelle  took  off  his 
heavy  jacket  and  put  it  on  Mr.  Weich 
and  then  walked  another  300  feet  to 
the  truck  that  brought  them  the  40 
miles  into  Edson;  Mr.  Weich  rode  the 
entire  distance  on  his  knees  as  he 
could  not  sit  down.  Mr.  Lachapelle 
said  it  was  the  longest  40  miles  he  had 
ever  travelled  and  he  was  very  con- 
cerned about  his  companion.  This  con- 
cern was  evident  though  he  must  have 
been  in  a  great  deal  of  pain  too,  being 
burned  from  above  his  knees  to  the  top 
of  his  head.  The  nylon  lining  of  his 
cap  melted  into  his  hair  and  a  large 
area  of  his  scalp  was  burned  as  well. 


The  place  looked  like  a  battlefield 


Well 
come 
onnn" 


By  Sister  Dorothy  Daley 

from  her  corner  in  the  Edson  lab 


Little  Freddie  sat  in  a  big  chair  beside 
the  silent  radio.  He  was  alone  in  the 
sun  porch.  It  was  8  a.m. 

"No  one  to  play  with — just  babies," 
he  whined. 

"Oh,  no,  Freddie.  There  is  another 
little  boy.  He  came  in  last  night  but 
there  was  no  empty  bed  in  your  room 
so  we  had  to  put  him  in  the  men's 
ward.  You  come  with  me  and  we'll 
find  him." 

In  a  big  bed,  surrounded  by  men,  we 
found  Allan,  another  bundle  of  misery 
with  only  his  truck  and  his  coloring 
book  to  keep  him  company. 

In  no  time  the  boys  were  like  old 
friends.  Everyone  in  the  ward  heard 
Freddie's  excited  whisper,  "Do  you 
want  to  play?  Well,  come  onnnnn." 

"Well,  come  onnnnn",  came  to  my 
mind  today  after  my  visitor  left.  My 
visitor  was  a  beautiful  18  year  old  girl 
who  had  worked  in  the  Lab.  with  me 
for  a  few  days  to  acquire  some  tech- 
nical methods.  I  had  noticed  that, 
though  a  Catholic,  she  did  not  go  to 
Mass  on  Sunday.  I  wondered  just  how 
much  religious  instruction  she  had  had. 

My  opportunity  came  when  the 
young  technician  mentioned  that  in  her 
home  town  the  Catholic  "minister" 
couldn't  come  every  week  and  her 
mother  thought  it  better  to  go  to  any 


church  rather  than  none,  so  they  fre- 
quently went  to  one  of  the  non-Catho- 
lic churches. 

I  asked  her  a  few  questions  and  dis- 
covered that  she  had  very  little  relig- 
ious instruction.  She  knew  a  few  pray- 
ers, she  was  baptized  but  she  had  not 
made  her  First  Communion. 

My  young  neophyte  was  anxious  to 
learn  so  I  gave  her  an  hour  a  day  for 
the  two  days  which  remained  of  her 
stay  in  Edson.  She  found  that  the  hour 
passed  all  too  quickly,  but,  at  least,  it 
was  a  start.  I  gave  her  the  address  of 
one  of  our  Religious  Correspondence 
Schools  which  she  promised  to  visit  for 
further  instruction. 

What  a  volume  of  work  there  is  to 
be  done  in  these  rural  areas  of  West- 
ern Canada.  Hundreds  of  young  people 
leave  rural  homes  each  year.  They  call 
themselves  Catholic  but  they  know 
neither  the  obligations  nor  the  privi- 
leges inherent  in  the  Catholic  way  of 
life.  How  I  would  love  to  go  into  the 
highways  and  byways  calling  to  all  the 
Catholic  girls  who  have  had  life-long 
opportunities  to  learn  and  to  love  and 
to  practise  their  Faith.  I  would  tell 
them  of  the  fields  white  to  the  harvest. 
I  would  say  to  them  with  all  the  eager 
earnestness  of  little  Freddie  to  Allan: 

"Well,  come  onnnnn." 


A  I  OT  OF  LIVE  WIRES  WOULD  BE  DEAD  ONES  IF  IT  WERE  NOT  FOR  THEIR  CONNECTIONS 
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His  Eminence,  Cardinal  Aloysius  Muench 

On  August  23,  1939,  three  Sisters  of  Service  arrived  in  Fargo, 
North  Dakota,  to  establish  the  Institute's  first  American  foundation. 
They  had  been  invited  to  the  Diocese  by  the  late  Cardinal  Muench 
who  was  then  Bishop  of  Fargo.  His  warm  and  most  cordial  wel- 
come will  always  be  remembered  with  gratitude. 

Cardinal  Muench's  work  in  Fargo  was  magnificently  blessed 
and  recognized.  With  the  rank  of  Archbishop  he  was  appointed 
Papal  Nuncio  to  Germany  in  the  difficult  post-war  years.  In  1958 
he  was  named  to  the  College  of  Cardinals  as  a  member  of  the 
Roman  Curia;  he  remained  in  Rome  until  his  death  in  February. 

Cardinal  Muench  was  thoroughly  American  with  a  great  love 
for  his  native  land.  During  his  years  in  Germany  and  in  Rome  he 
was  indeed  an  exile  but  an  "ardent  exile"  whose  love  for  the 
Church  was  far  in  excess  of  any  personal  inclination. 

To  Cardinal  Muench's  family,  to  Bishop  Dworschak,  the  clergy 
and  the  people  of  the  Fargo  Diocese  we  offer  our  sympathy.  We 
too  have  lost  a  friend.  May  his  soul  rest  in  peace. 

YON  CAN  ALWAYS  TELL  A  SMART  WOMAN,  BUT  YOU  CAN'T  TELL  HER  MUCH 
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Our  Congratulations  to  our  Silver  Jubilarians 


Sister  Nora  Fitzpatrick  (Saint  John,  N.B.) 
Unlike  most  S.O.S.,  Sister  Fitzpatrick's  religious 
life  has  been  spent  entirely  in  Eastern  Canada. 
Sister  has  been  missioned  in  Ottawa,  Montreal, 
Toronto  and  St.  John's,  Newfoundland.  On  the 
expiration  of  her  term  as  Superior  of  the  Toronto 
Club  in  1954,  Sister  was  appointed  Superior  in 
St.  John's,  Newfoundland,  where  she  remained 
until  her  election  to  the  General  Council  in  1960. 
Sister  is  at  present  Superior  of  the  Toronto  Club. 

Sister  Mary  MacDougall  (Christmas  Island, 
N.S.)  After  her  first  profession  Sister  MacDougall 
spent  four  years  in  the  Montreal  and  Halifax  mis- 
sions; since  1941  she  has  been  in  Alberta.  Follow- 
ing a  term  as  Superior  of  the  Edmonton  Club, 
Sister  went  north  to  Rycroft,  our  first  mission  in 
the  Peace  River  country.  She  was  one  of  the 
founding  sisters  of  both  the  Peace  River  and 
Manning  missions.  Sister  MacDougall  is  presently 
a  student  at  the  Faculty  of  Education,  University 
of  Alberta, 

Sister  Evelyn  Murphy  (Montreal,  Que.)  Sister 
Murphy's  apostolate  has  included  both  Residential 
Club  and  Catechetical  work.  She  has  been  on  the 
staffs  of  the  Toronto,  Halifax,  Montreal  and  Win- 
nipeg clubs  as  well  as  of  the  Religious  Corres- 
pondence schools  in  Fargo  and  Regina.  Sister 
Murphy  also  spent  a  year  at  Christian  Island 
Sister  is  now  stationed  in  Halifax. 


Our  Newly  Professed 


Anita  Hartman 
Manning,  Alberta 


Sister 
Kathleen  Harkin 
Montreal,  Quebec 
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Magnificat! 


That  virginity  owes  its  origin  to  Mary  is  the  testimony  of  Atha- 
nasius,  and  Augustine  clearly  teaches  that  "The  dignity  of  virginity 
began  with  the  Mother  of  the  Lord." 

Pursuing  the  ideas  of  Athanasius,  Ambrose  holds  up  the  life 
of  the  Virgin  Mary  as  the  model  of  virgins,  "Imitate  her,  my 
daughters  .  .  .  !  Let  Mary's  life  be  for  you  like  the  portrayal  of 
virginity,  for  from  her,  as  though  from  a  mirror,  is  reflected  the 
beauty  of  chastity  and  the  ideal  of  virtue.  See  in  her  the  pattern  of 
your  life,  for  in  her,  as  though  in  a  model,  manifest  teachings  of 
goodness  show  what  you  should  correct,  what  you  should  copy 
and  what  preserve  .  .  .  She  is  the  image  of  virginity.  For  such  was 
Mary  that  her  life  alone  suffices  for  the  instruction  of  all  .  .  . 
Therefore,  let  Holy  Mary  guide  your  way  of  life." 

But  it  is  not  enough,  beloved  sons  and  daughters,  to  meditate 
on  the  virtues  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary:  with  absolute  confidence 
fly  to  her  and  obey  the  counsel  of  St.  Bernard,  "Let  us  seek  for 
grace  and  seek  it  through  Mary.  In  a  special  way  entrust  to  her 
.  .  .  the  care  of  your  spiritual  life  and  perfection,  imitating  the 
example  of  Jerome  who  asserted,  "My  virginity  is  dedicated  in 
Mary  and  to  Christ." 

Pope  Pius  XII  in  the  Encyclical  "Sacra  Virginitas" 
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What 
about 

Tomorrow? 


Today  a  word  n 


School  days  are  almost  over.  Convents  and  colleges  will  soon  be 
deserted.  With  cap  and  gown  many  young  women  will  proudly 
and  smilingly  pass  from  the  lecture  halls  of  their  Alma  Mater  into 
the  broad  world.  For  them  it  will  be  commencement  day  in  the 
university  of  life.  Facing  the  various  paths  which  open  before  the 
graduate  many  a  young  girl  is  now  asking  herself,  "What  about 
tomorrow?" 

Tomorrow  means  life  in  all  its  seriousness,  with  all  its  possi- 
bilities of  failure  or  success,  with  its  inevitable  relations  with 
eternity.  Tomorrow  is  that  stretch  of  years  that  lie  between  school 
days  and  death,  and  give  to  life  its  usefulness,  its  full  meaning. 
For  life  is  but  a  realization  of  the  ideals  of  youth.  The  fulness  and 
value  of  its  years  depend  on  the  ideals  that  direct  and  support 
them. 

Of  all  the  ideals  that  appeal  to  youth  none  is  more  appealing  to 
the  enthusiasm,  ambition  and  generosity  of  youth  than  that  of 
"service."  It  implies  the  absorption  of  life  in  a  worthy  cause.  And 
when  service  means  a  life  dedicated  to  God,  to  Church  and 
Country,  life  itself  is  lifted  to  its  highest  plane. 

The  missionary  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  fulfills  this 
ideal.  They,  like  their  Divine  Master,  "have  come  to  serve". 

G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 
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THE  MORE  YOU  KEEP  YOUR  SHOULDER  TO  THE  WHEEL 
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chosen  -  tomorrow,  a  way  of  life 


For  information  write: 
Reverend  Sister  General, 
Sisters  oj  Service, 
2  Wellesley  Place, 
Toronto  5,  Canada 


THE  LESS  CHANCE  THERE  IS  FOR  A  CHIP  ON 
APRIL  1962 
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Christian  Island 
Experiments  in 
Amalgamation 


A  picture  story  by 
Sister  A.  Coughlin 


As  there  were  twenty-eight  Indian  boys  and  girls  from  Christian  Island  ready 
for  Grades  IX  and  X  this  year,  it  was  decided  to  try  out  the  Government  policy 
of  amalgamation,  thus  relieving  the  over-burdened  Island  teachers  of  this  heavy 
load. 

Many  problems  had  to  be  solved  before  the  plan  could  be  put  into  operation, 
the  most  difficult  one  being  that  of  transportation.  Four  miles  of  turbulent  water 
and  eighteen  miles  of  rough  roads  separate  the  island  from  the  city  of  Midland 
where  the  high  schools  are  located.  Some  parents  wished  to  have  their  children 
return  home  at  night;  others  preferred  to  have  them  board  in  Midland.  Finally, 
it  was  decided  to  compromise;  they  would  commute  until  Christmas  and  after 
Easter,  and  board  in  town  during  the  winter  months. 

Although  commuting  entails  early  rising  to  make  the  7 : 30  boat  in  the  morn- 
ing, there  have  been  surprisingly  few  lates  or  absentees.  A  new  boat  with  heated 
cabins  has  added  to  the  comfort  of  the  trip  across  the  bay,  and  the  long  bus 
ride  provides  a  good  opportunity  to  get  home-work  done,  do  a  bit  of  chin- 
wagging,  or  catch  up  on  a  little  sleep. 

Both  teachers  and  students  in  the  city  high  schools  have  extended  a  hearty 
welcome,  and  we  are  particularly  grateful  to  the  Grey  Sisters  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception  who  are  in  charge  of  St.  Theresa's  High  School  for  their  kindness  to 
our  Indian  boys  and  girls. 

Are  the  youngsters  adapting  themselves  to  their  new  environment?  We'll  let 
the  pictures  tell  the  story. 


Sister  Coughlin 
signs  the  Grade  VIII 
certificates 
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High  school  students  leave 
Christian  Island  by  boat 
at  7:30  a.m. 


Upon  arrival  at 

Cedar  Point  on  l 

the  mainland,  the  W 

students  board  a  fr* 


The  Christian 
Island  students 
are  greeted  by 
Sister  Mary 
Stephen,  Principal 
of  St.  Theresa's 
High  School  in 
Midland 


APRIL  1962  PAGE  NINETEEN 


Indian  boys  and  girls  are  made  to  feel  at  home  in  this  Grade  X  classroom 
where  they  mix  freely  with  the  non-Indians 


Brian  Mixemong  enjoys  typing  practice  in  the  company  of  two 

attractive  young  ladies 
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The  Sisters  report  that  the  Indian  girls  mix  very  well  with  the  other  girls, 
especially  in  sports.  Joanne  Monague  was  a  prize  winner  in  the  annual  sports 
day  events.  Marcel  Sylvester  won  the  880  yards  race,  thus  contributing  to 
St.  Theresa's  final  victory  over  Penetang 

WHERE  WOULD  WE  BE  IF  ALL  MOTHERS  DEMANDED  TIME  AND  A  HALF  FOR  OVERTIME 
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The  Question  and 
Answer  Method  in 
Teaching  Religion 


Rev.  Walter  P.  Fitzgerald,  M.Ed. 


Many  of  us  remember  the  catechism 
class  as  a  question-and-answer  period 
at  the  close  of  the  school  day.  The 
more  fortunate  will  recall  giving  the 
answers  to  questions  read  at  home  by 
parents  from  a  well-worn  catechism.  In 
either  case  the  formal  lesson  in  religion 
probably  consisted  of  the  recital  of 
memory  work.  The  most  important 
thing  of  all  —  how  to  live  a  truly 
Christian  life  —  was  taught  informally 
and  often  unconsciously  through  good 
example  on  the  part  of  good  Catholic 
parents. 

Such  homes  still  exist,  thank  God  — 
thousands  of  them.  But  far  too  many 
parents  leave  the  matter  of  religious 
instruction  entirely  to  the  school.  Many 
children  in  our  Separate  Schools  do  not 
come  from  Catholic  homes;  they  come 
from  houses  inhabited  by  Catholics. 
These  are  not  homes  in  the  traditional 
sense  of  the  word;  they  are  "filling  sta- 
tions" where  members  of  the  family 
feel  free  to  drop  in  at  certain  times  of 
the  day,  usually  around  meal  time  to 
fortify  themselves  for  the  busy  round 
of  community  activities  so  often  re- 
ferred to  as  "the  rat  race." 

Admittedly,  it  is  easier  to  deplore 
this  condition  than  to  propose  a  work- 
able remedy.  The  disorganized  home  is 
in  part  a  product  of  our  times.  The 
remedy  would  seem  to  call  for  nothing 
short  of  a  complete  overhaul  of  our 
economic  system,  our  cultural  ideals, 


our  recreational  concepts  and  the  many 
other  factors  that  militate  against  the 
solidarity  of  homelife.  In  any  case  the 
responsibility  for  teaching  Christian 
living  seems  to  have  shifted  gradually 
to  the  school.  The  question-and-answer 
method  of  teaching  religion  is  no  long- 
er adequate. 

In  a  recent  check-up  in  a  Grade  8 
classroom  every  one  of  the  25  students 
could  write  out  the  answer  to  Balti- 
more Question  No.  366:  "What  is 
Holy  Communion?"  They  knew  the 
answer  perfectly:  "Holy  Communion 
is  the  receiving  of  Jesus  Christ  in  the 
sacrament  of  Holy  Eucharist."  But 
only  three  of  the  25  had  received  Holy 
Communion  the  previous  Sunday.  In 
all  probability  this  represents  the  pro- 
portion of  parents  who  fulfilled  their 
responsibility  of  showing  a  good  ex- 
ample to  their  children  by  receiving 
Holy  Communion  themselves. 

If  teachers  are  to  be  shouldered  with 
the  responsibility  of  teaching  Christian 
living  without  the  support  of  parents — 
and  this  is  the  situation  in  far  too  many 
cases — then  they  must  have  teaching 
materials  more  helpful  than  the  old- 
type  catechism.  The  teacher  must  ap- 
peal to  the  heart  of  the  child  as  well 
as  to  the  intellect.  Children  must  not 
be  left  with  the  impression  that  the 
important  thing  in  the  religion  class  is 
learning  answers.  Children  must  be 
taught  that  it  is  more  important  to  keep 


MY  SOUL  WOULD  HAVE  NO  RAINBOWS  UNLESS  MY  EYES  HAD  TEARS 
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the  Commandments  than  to  recite 
them;  to  receive  the  sacraments  than 
to  define  them. 

When  the  catechism  came  into  use 
at  the  time  of  the  Protestant  Reforma- 
tion its  purpose  was  to  help  people  to 
defend  their  religion  against  intellec- 
tual attack  by  providing  them  with 
clear-cut  answers  to  questions  on  doc- 
trine, and  this  on  the  assumption  that 
those  who  defended  their  religion 
would  also  practise  it.  In  our  day  of 
religious  indifference  the  man  on  the 
street  or  the  boy  on  the  street  corner 
is  seldom  called  upon  to  put  forth  an 
intellectual  defence  of  doctrine. 

Catholics  may  be  surprised  and  even 
scandalized  to  learn  that  it  was  none 


other  than  Martin  Luther  who  made 
the  catechism  the  popular  way  of 
teaching  religion.  His  question-and- 
answer  manual  published  in  1529  had 
such  devastating  results  that  the  Catho- 
lic Emperor  Ferdinand  decreed  the  es- 
tablishment of  similar  manuals  to  set 
forth  clear-cut  statements  of  Catholic 
doctrine  as  an  antidote  to  heresy.  It 
was  the  intention  that  this  catechism 
would  be  in  the  hands  of  the  clergy, 
not  children.  Later,  when  the  cate- 
chism was  adapted  for  use  by  child- 
ren, the  results  left  much  to  be  desired 
since  the  question  and  answer  "meth- 
od" does  not  suit  the  learning  process 
of  children. 


The  Key  To  A  True  Faith 


Among  Chesterton's  unforgettable  utterances  was  his  description  of  faith,  as 
applicable  today  as  when  it  was  first  written,  many  years  ago.  Here  is  what  he 
said  about  the  religion  he  wanted  —  and  accepted: 

"We  do  not  really  want  a  religion  that  is  right  when  we  are  right.  What  we 
want  is  a  religion  that  is  right  when  we  are  wrong  ...  A  religion  that  binds  men 
to  their  morality  when  it  is  not  identical  with  their  mood  ...  a  religion  whose 
saints  preached  social  reconciliation  to  fierce  and  raging  factions  who  could 
barely  stand  the  sight  of  each  other's  faces  ...  A  religion  which  preached 
charity  to  pagans  who  really  did  not  believe  in  it  .  .  .  just  as  it  now  preaches 
chastity  to  pagans  who  do  not  believe  in  it.  It  is  in  those  cases  that  we  get  the 
real  grapple  of  religion;  and  it  is  in  those  cases  that  we  get  the  peculiar  and 
solitary  triumph  of  the  Catholic  Faith.  It  is  not  in  merely  being  right  when  we 
are  right,  or  in  being  cheerful  and  hopeful  and  humane.  It  is  in  having  been  right 
when  we  were  wrong  and  in  the  fact  coming  back  upon  us  afterwards  like  a 
boomerang." 


THE  LIGUORIAN 


MIDDLE  AGE  IS  WHEN  WORK  IS  NO  LONGER  PLAY  AND  PLAY  IS  BEGINNING  TO  BE  WORK 
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Canadian  Sisters 

in  the  Highlands  of  Bolivia 


Last  June  25  in  the  Cathedral  of 
Christ  the  King,  Hamilton,  four  School 
Sisters  of  Notre  Dame  received  their 
mission  crosses  and  the  blessing  of 
the  Church  on  a  new  field  of  labour. 
Since  their  departure  in  August,  those 
back  home  have  been  following  with 
keen  interest  the  activities  and  pro- 
gress of  the  little  mission  band  in  Cala- 
coto,  Bolivia. 

This,  the  first  "Field  Afar"  for  the 
Canadian  Province  of  the  School  Sis- 
ters of  Notre  Dame,  was  undertaken 
in  response  to  a  plea  from  the  Resur- 
rectionist Fathers  who  opened  a  mis- 
sion house  in  Calacoto,  a  suburb  of  La 


Paz,  four  years  ago.  At  present  they 
have  a  parish  church,  two  small  chap- 
els, a  clinic  and  several  outlying  mis- 
sion stations.  Parents  among  the  bet- 
ter class  Bolivians  in  this  parish,  fear- 
ing that  their  children  would  be  influ- 
enced by  communist  teachers,  built  a 
school  of  their  own  and  asked  the 
Fathers  to  act  as  teachers.  During  a 
visit  to  Ontario  in  1960,  Rev.  W.  A. 
Burns,  c.R.,  requested  Mother  Provin- 
cial M.  Loretto  to  send  Sisters  to  help 
staff  the  primary  section  (first  six 
grades)  of  this  school  and  also  to  as- 
sist in  catchetical  work  among  the  In- 
dians. That  was  scarcely  more  than  a 


Four  Canadian  School  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame  pose  with  Indian  pupils 
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year  ago.  Today  Sister  M.  Claretta, 
Sister  M.  Lucitta,  Sister  M.  Marcella 
and  Sister  M.  Martin  de  Porres  have 
already  adjusted  themselves  to  many 
Bolivian  ways  of  life  and,  as  one  ob- 
server put  it,  they  are  "up  to  their 
veils  in  work  for  souls."  During  Sep- 
tember and  October  they  taught  some 
English  in  St.  Andrew's  School.  The 
school  year  in  Bolivia  ends  in  late  No- 
vember and  then  come  "summer"  holi- 
days. Since  early  February  the  Sisters 
have  been  on  full  time  duty  and,  ac- 
cording to  latest  reports,  St.  Andrew's 
is  bursting  at  the  seams  —  a  tremen- 
dous harvest  and  labourers  so  few. 
Many  pupils  must  be  refused. 

Excerpts  from  letters  and  a  diary 
which  arrived  at  the  Motherhouse  in 
Waterdown  give  a  vivid  picture  of  the 
"new"  and  the  "unfamiliar"  which 
these  pioneers  have  met:  "The  popu- 
lation of  Bolivia  is  more  than  half  pure 
blood  Indian  and  on  all  sides  one  sees 
evidence  of  the  ancient  civilization. 
Aymara  Indian  women  with  bundles 
tied  to  their  backs  are  squatting  on  the 
curbs  and  sidewalks  with  ragged  and 
unkempt  children  playing  about  them. 
All  of  these  women  are  decked  out  in 
their  multiple  skirts  and  colourful 
shawls  with  derby  hats  perched  on 
their  long  black  braided  hair.  That 
derby  is  removed  only  when  they  en- 
ter church.  The  Indian  men  are  usual- 
ly barefoot  or  in  crude  sandals  trudg- 
ing or  even  running  along  and  strain- 
ing under  huge  bundles  much  larger 
than  themselves.  It  may  be  a  chest  of 
drawers,  a  bed  or  a  coffin.  These 
streets  are  also  alive  with  the  usual 
motor  traffic  —  modern  buses,  Cadil- 
lacs and  taxis;  added  to  this  are  the 
produce-laden  mules  and  long  lines  of 
llamas  on  their  way  to  market. 
Scrawny  cows  and  sheep  seem  to  have 
as  much  right  on  the  walks  as  human 
beings. 
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"We  won't  forget  our  first  ride  down 
the  mountain  side.  There  was  La  Paz 
1,000  feet  below  nestled  in  the  alto- 
plano,  a  beautiful  arrangement  of  col- 
ored blocks.  Occasionally  our  atten- 
tion was  drawn  to  the  Indians,  the 
people  we  had  come  to  love.  We 
watched  them  —  big  and  small,  old, 
young,  well-dressed  and  ragged,  clean 
and  earth  covered. 

"On  a  school  holiday  Father 
Charles  took  us  for  a  three-hour  drive 
around  narrow  mountain  roads  to 
the  Yungas,  the  low  valleys.  Father 
poetically  remarked  that  he  was  taking 
the  "lilies  to  the  valleys."  The  scenery 
was  magnificent!  Though  the  mount- 
ains around  Calacoto  are  barren,  they 
are  exquisitely  tinted.  These  varied 
tints  and  the  multiform  spires  and 
minarets,  domes  and  mesas,  and 
sparkling  waterfalls,  make  them  truly 
fascinating.  They  are  not  snow-capped 
as  the  majestic  Illimani  viewed  from 
La  Paz,  but  occasionally  after  a  heavy 
rain,  many  of  them  display  a  glistening 
snow  top.  In  the  lower  areas  we  saw 
the  scattered  Indian  hovels  of  mud  and 
stone,  and  here  and  there  the  flocks  of 
llamas,  all  sizes  and  shades  of  them, 
grazing  on  the  tufts  of  stiff  brown 
grass. 

"Our  first  Christmas  in  Bolivia  is 
over.  At  times  we  felt  that  it  was  the 
very  first  Christmas  in  Bethlehem.  On 
our  way  to  midnight  Mass  we  passed  a 
man  with  a  donkey  and  out  on  the  dis- 
tant hills  Indians  were  watching  their 
sheep.  They  have  become  accustomed 
to  bringing  their  sheep  to  church  at 
midnight  Mass  and  we  were  told  that 
there  were  a  few  present  this  night." 

By  next  Christmas  these  pioneers  in 
Calacoto  will,  no  doubt,  be  well  accli- 
matized and  be  able  to  relate  some  real 
adventures  about  missionary  life  in  the 
highlands  of  Bolivia. 
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Just  a  line  to  say 


Dear  Sister, 

I  arrived  with  my  son  in  Halifax  2 1  of  January  two  years 
ago  and  was  greeted  by  your  Sisters  at  the  Port.  You  are 
always  nice  to  the  Newcomer  and  make  things  easy  for  them 
in  helping  them  to  get  everything  done.  Now  my  mother  is 
on  the  boat  "Berlin".  This  boat  arrives  on  the  20  this  month. 
My  mother  is  75  years  old  and  does  not  speak  English — only 
German.  She  comes  to  a  visit  to  see  me  (I  am  the  daughter) 
and  my  son.  Could  I  ask  you  to  kindly  help  her  that  she  gets 
into  the  train  to  Montreal  and  I  believe  in  Montreal  the 
Sisters  will  help  her  to  get  into  the  train  to  Toronto.  In 
Toronto  at  the  station  we  will  get  her. 

My  mother's  name  is  .  .  .  She  is  dark,  stout,  about  five 
feet  six  inches  and  I  believe  she  wears  a  dark  coat.  I  do  hope 
I  don't  ask  you  too  much  to  be  so  kind  as  to  give  her  a 
helping  hand.  Thank  you  ever  so  much  and  God  bless  you. 


Yours  truly, 

Mrs.  Elsa  Urban 


THE  FLOWER  THAT  FOLLOWS  THE  SUN  DOES  SO  EVEN  ON  CLOUDY  DAYS 
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The  Social  Teaching 
of  the  Catholic 
Church 


Sister  M.  Jackson 


"Let  him  have  dominion  over 
whole  earth."  (Genesis  2:26). 


the 


God  gave  man  dominion  over  all 
things,  that  is,  the  right  to  control  and 
to  use  the  goods  of  the  earth,  subject, 


of  course,  to  God  and  to  the  laws  of 
God. 

One  of  man's  basic  rights  is  the  right 
to  life.  It  is  in  order  to  sustain  his  life 
and  to  satisfy  the  reasonable  needs  of 
his  human  nature,  that  God  has  given 


The  fruits  of  a  farmer's 
work  are  his  by  right 


NOTHING  WILL  EVER  BE  ATTEMPTED  IF  ALL  POSSIBLE  OBJECTIONS  MUST  FIRST  BE  OVERCOME 
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man  dominion  over  the  things  of  the 
earth.  From  this  right  to  life  and  from 
his  need  to  use  material  things  it  fol- 
lows that  man  may  also  own  earthly 
goods.  He  may  own  in  order  to  make 
the  best  use  of  the  goods  which  God 
has  provided  for  him.  Ownership 
means  that  if  a  man  justly  acquires 
possession  of  material  goods,  he  may 
claim,  use  and  dispose  of  these  goods 
as  his.  These  goods  are  his  private 


property.  No  one  may  justly  interfere 
with  his  possessions  or  take  his  prop- 
erty from  him. 

There  are  many  reasons  why  it  is 
fair  and  right  that  man  should  be  al- 
lowed to  have  private  property — land, 
money,  buildings,  clothes,  material 
goods  of  any  kind — always  supposing 
that  he  gets  and  uses  these  things  fair- 
ly. Let  us  look  at  some  of  the  reasons : 


The  common  good  must  at  all  times  be  considered  in  use  of  private  property 

don't  be  afraid  of  wasting  time  by  learning 
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1)  When  one  person  owns  some- 
thing he  naturally  has  more  in- 
terest than  many  would  have 
owning  it  together. 

2)  There  is  better  order  when  each 
person  owns  some  things  and 
takes  care  of  them  as  his  own 
than  if  everyone  owned  things 
together. 

3)  Private  ownership  makes  for 
more  peaceful  society.  Each  can 
take  an  interest  in  looking  after 
his  own  things,  using  them  ac- 
cording to  his  talents  and  ability. 

4)  It  is  more  in  keeping  with  the 
dignity  of  man  that  he  be  per- 
mitted to  own  the  fruits  of  his 
labour.  If  he  farms,  whatever  he 
produces  is  his  as  a  result  of  his 
work.  If  he  does  other  work,  the 
pay  he  earns  and  whatever  he 
buys  with  it  are  his,  for  he  has 
used  his  intellect  and  will  in  se- 
curing them. 

5 )  Man  is  a  social  being  and  there- 
fore has  responsibilities  to  oth- 
ers, especially  to  his  family.  He 
can  make  plans  for  the  future 
and  provide  for  those  who  de- 
pend on  him  only  if  he  can  own 
goods  and  control  them  as  his. 

Private  ownership  follows  from  the 
natural  law.  Private  ownership  of 
earthly  goods  is  to  be  permitted  be- 
cause man  is  a  creature  who  can  think 
and  choose  and  plan  for  his  own  needs. 
The  Church  has  always  upheld  and 
taught  the  right  of  private  ownership. 
She  would  like  to  see  as  many  as  pos- 
sible owning  property  or  goods  for 
self-support. 

There  is  a  most  important  point  con- 
cerning  private   property,  however, 

SOMETHING  YOU  ARE  NOT  REQUIRED  TO  KNOW 


which  the  Church  has  been  equally 
careful  to  uphold  and  teach.  It  is  this: 
Though  man  has  a  right  to  own  things, 
he  cannot  always  use  them  just  as  he 
may  wish.  In  using  and  managing 
what  he  owns  he  is  obliged  to  consider 
the  common  good.  In  other  words, 
there  are  social  obligations  connected 
with  private  property,  whatever  it  may 
be  —  land,  money,  factories,  chain 
stores,  machinery,  cattle,  bonds.  Man 
is  bound  to  manage  whatever  he  owns 
so  as  not  to  cause  danger  or  problems 
or  hardships  to  others;  rather,  that 
what  is  his  may  do  good  to  others  and 
benefit  them. 

Let  us  look  at  some  examples  con- 
cerning the  proper  use  of  private  prop- 
erty. A  very  wealthy  man  living  among 
poor,  needy  people  is  obliged  to  use 
some  of  his  wealth  to  help  them.  He 
might,  for  example,  build  an  industry 
that  would  give  an  opportunity  to  work 
for  a  fair  wage;  or  he  might  develop  a 
housing  project  that  would  help  them 
to  get  their  own  homes  on  reasonable 
terms. 

Another  example  concerns  the  own- 
ing of  a  car.  One  may  own  sl  car  but 
he  cannot  use  it  exactly  as  he  likes.  He 
is  obliged  to  consider  the  common 
good  by  keeping  his  car  in  working 
order,  observing  traffic  laws,  driving 
carefully,  showing  courtesy  on  the 
road.  It  is  because  of  the  common  good 
and  the  interests  of  society  that  the 
state  must  interfere  if  an  owner  uses 
his  possessions  in  a  way  that  is  unjust 
or  dangerous  to  others. 

The  whole  question  of  private  own- 
ership, with  its  possibilities  for  good 
and  evil,  is  so  important  that  another 
article  will  be  devoted  to  it  in  a  later 
issue  of  The  Field  at  Home. 
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S.O.S.A.  week 
in 

Montreal 


Sister  Rita  Patenaude 


S.O.S.A.  in  Montreal  is  an  up-and- 
coming  organization,  but  it  lacked  one 
thing  —  a  brochure  to  outline  its  aim, 
purpose  and  programme,  something  to 
place  in  the  hands  of  prospective  mem- 
bers. The  brochure  finally  became  a 
reality  and  we  were  so  pleased  about 
it  that  we  decided  on  a  special  "com- 
ing-out." The  "coming-out"  took  the 
form  of  a  S.O.S.A.  Week  which  ac- 
centuated the  club  spirit  of  generosity, 
friendship  and  high  ideals. 

The  week  started  with  a  Day  of  Re- 
collection on  Sunday.  After  a  wonder- 
ful day  of  prayer,  conferences  and  dis- 
cussion with  Father  Graham,  s.J.,  Car- 
mel  Cusack,  the  Club  President,  intro- 
duced the  brochure  and  launched  The 


We  had  a  "Coming  Out"  for 
the  brochure 


Week  at  the  usual  Sunday  night  social. 

Monday  evening  was  a  friendly  "At 
Home"  night.  On  Tuesday  we  had 
Library  Night.  Our  librarian,  Evelyn 
Kenny  from  Dublin,  Eire,  had  a  fine 
selection  of  books  on  display. 

There  were  two  debates  on  Wednes- 
day night.  The  topics  were:  "Resolved 
That  Young  People  Today  Shun  Per- 
sonal Responsibility"  and  "Resolved 
That  Momism  is  Here  to  Stay."  The 
debates  went  on  long  after  the  formal 
ending. 

Thursday  was  Old  Timers'  Night.  It 
was  a  great  success  both  for  the  old 
timers  who  enjoyed  the  reunion  and 
for  the  newcomers  who  were  amazed 
at  the  spontaneous  gaiety  of  the  group. 

On  Friday  evening  Beryl  Marion 
planned  and  conducted  an  evening  for 
music  lovers. 

There  was  a  card  party  on  Saturday 
and  then  came  the  climax  of  the  week 
with  a  T.C.A.  courtesy  flight  over 
Montreal,  the  Hydro  project  on  the  St. 
Lawrence  Seaway  and  the  city  of  Corn- 
wall. Seventy-four  members  went  on 
the  flight. 

On  Sunday  evening  the  members  of 
the  sewing  class  modelled  their  own 
work.  They  were  poised  and  charm- 
ing as  they  showed  a  delighted  audi- 
ence their  dresses  and  suits. 

The  Week  was  over.  We  were 
happy,  satisfied  and  tired. 


A  SENSE  OF  HUMOUR  IS  WHAT  MAKES  YOU  LAUGH  AT  SOMETHING 
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Book 
Review 


THIS  IS  THE  ROSARY" 
'MY  CATHOLIC  FAITH" 


THIS  IS  THE  ROSARY  by  Francis 
Beauchesne  Thornton.  McClelland  & 
Stewart  Limited,  25  Bollinger  Road, 
Toronto  16,  $4.95. 
Father  Thornton's  latest  work  makes 
just  as  pleasant  reading  as  do  his  ear- 
lier books.  One  feels  that  he  intends 
this  to  be  a  popular  book  with  a  rather 
wide  appeal.  This  feeling  is  strength- 
ened by  a  glance  at  the  bibliography. 
The  style  if  crisp  and  uncluttered,  the 
imagery  effective. 

The  book  begins  with  an  introduc- 
tion taken  from  an  allocution  on  the 
Rosary  by  Pope  John  XXIII.  The 
author  then  sketches  the  history  of  the 
Rosary  as  it  has  evolved  through  the 
centuries.  The  development  of  the  Ro- 
sary, as  we  know  it  today,  has  been 
through  a  process  of  evolution  though 
Father  Thornton  gives  due  credit  to 
St.  Dominic  and  his  Dominicans  who 
used  it  with  such  marked  success  in 
their  battle  against  the  Albigensian 
heresy. 

In  his  consideration  of  the  fifteen 
mysteries  of  the  Rosary  the  author 
turns  first  to  the  New  Testament,  then 
to  the  apocrypha  and  to  legend.  All 
this  adds  up  to  a  short  life  of  Our 
Lord  and  His  Blessed  Mother.  This  re- 
viewer found  the  treatment  of  the  joy- 
ful mysteries  satisfying;  it  is  shorter 
and  leans  more  on  the  New  Testament, 
less  on  the  apocrypha  than  do  the 


chapters  on  the  sorrowful  and  glorious 
mysteries. 

This  is  The  Rosary  is  a  book  which 
one  would  like  to  see  widely  circulated 
in  Catholic  homes.  The  original  draw- 
ings which  illustrate  the  text  did  not 
seem  to  me  to  do  anything  for  it.  Art, 
however,  is  so  much  a  matter  of  opin- 
ion that  one  cannot  be  dogmatic  about 
it.  I  would  consider  the  purchase  of 
this  book  as  $5.00  well  spent. — E.M.Z. 


MY  CATHOLIC  FAITH  by  Most 
Rev.  L.  L.  Morrow,  s.t.d.,  My  Mis- 
sion House  Press,  Kenosha,  Wiscon- 
sin, $4.95. 
My  Catholic  Faith  was  first  published 
twenty-five  years  ago  by  the  then 
Father  Morrow.  Now,  as  Bishop  of 
Krishnagar,  India,  the  author  has  re- 
vised and  updated  this  profusely  il- 
lustrated catechism.  An  excellent  fea- 
ture of  the  book  is  its  comprehensive 
index  for  ready  reference  as  well  as  a 
full  table  of  contents. 

The  book,  which  should  be  valuable 
as  a  reference  book  in  any  Catholic 
home,  is  divided  into  three  parts: 
What  to  Believe;  What  to  Do  and 
Means  of  Grace.  Among  the  new  top- 
ics in  this  revised  edition  is  a  section 
on  Communism.  There  is  extensive  use 
of  Scriptual  quotations,  charts  and 
maps. — S.J.B. 


THAT  WOULD  MAKE  YOU  MAD  IF  IT  HAPPENED  TO  YOU 
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TO  ST.  PIUS  X  AT  EASTER 


Pius,  the  springtime  rolls  like  a  wave  upon  our  land, 
White-capped  in  bloom  above  the  long-flung  green, 
With  flame  and  rainbowed  spray 
Audacious,  sudden,  in  the  fierce  engendering  sun. 

Strange  wise  men  drone  about  the  vast  significance 
Of  all  of  this: 

They  draw  on  Tennyson  and  violets, 

On  hope  resurgent  and  the  brave  atomic  bomb; 

And  chorus  girls  in  white  samite 

Put  over  the  Resurrection  in  the  city  park. 

The  springtime  spreads  upon  our  land, 
A  splendid  growth  this  time, 
Seeking  interpretation, 

Knowing  no  answer  for  its  roots  within  the  tomb, 
Finding  no  solution  in  the  cold,  unanswering  ground. 

We,  feeling,  too,  the  life  within  us  stir  — 

The  silver  flower  in  the  golden  light  — 

Ask  why,  and  will  not  take 

The  symbol  for  the  reason 

Nor  walk  in  blindness  in  the  splendid  dawn. 

O  holy  man  of  God,  wise  pope, 

Who  spoke  the  bold,  tremendous  words  of  life 

And  blazoned  Peter's  promised  strength 

And  Paul's  bright  sword  against  the  night 

And  pointed  newly  to  the  minds  of  men 

The  clean,  hard  facts  that  gave  the  symbols  truth 

And  cursed  the  sentimental  lies 

That  lay  upon  us  like  the  coddling  hand  of  death  — 

Be  strong  for  us  in  prayer 

That  in  our  dark,  evasive  days 

We  hold  the  simple  truth 

Of  reclaimed  flesh  and  broken  tomb 

And  know  the  flame  within 

The  glad,  courageous  symbol  of  the  spring. 

JOHN  HAZARD  WILDMAN 


CHARITY  MEANS  PARDONING  WHAT  IS  UNPARDONABLE  OR  IT  IS  NO  VIRTUE  AT  ALL 
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Letter? 


Better  than  a  Letter! 

IT'S  A  SUBSCRIPTION  TO  THE  "FIELD  AT  HOME" 

EVERY  SUBSCRIPTION   IS  WELCOMED 
AND  URGENTLY  NEEDED 

Won't  you  help  our  missions  by  renewing  your 
subscription  and  asking  your  friends  to  become 
new  subscribers 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto  5,  Ontario 

Please  enter  (or  renew)  the  following  subscription(s)  for  the  "Field  at  Home" 

I  enclose  $  

Name  

Address  


Subscription  Rate  Name 
$1.00  a  year  Address 


THE  FIELD 
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OUR  COVER:  Our  artist  has  captured  the  serenity  of  rural  children  with 
their  teacher,  coming  close  to  God  under  the  sky  and  surrounded  by  nature, 
in  Religious  Vacation  Schools.  "Suffer  the  little  children  to  come  unto  Me." 
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Mother,  this  issue  of  The  Field  at  Home,  which  com- 
memorates the  fortieth  anniversary  of  our  founding,  is 
dedicated,  with  great  love,  to  you. 

You  have  been  our  inspiration,  our  guide  and  our 
guardian  from  the  beginning.  It  is  fitting  that  you  should 
be  the  recipient  of  our  special  homage  now.  In  the 
words  which  Father  Arthur  Coughlan  wrote  for  us  to 
address  to  you: 

"We  come  to  offer  you  the  homage  of  our  gratitude. 
We  consecrate  ourselves  to  you,  body  and  soul,  as 
your  loving  and  devoted  children  until  death  and  we 
proclaim  you  as  Patroness  of  our  Institute. 

"Aid  us  to  imitate  closely  your  consuming  love  for 
God  and  your  life  of  purity,  obedience,  charity  and 
humility. 

"Bless  our  labours  for  our  own  holiness,  bless  our 
labours  for  the  salvation  of  abandoned  souls. 

"Obtain  for  us  the  grace  of  final  perseverance  and  a 
happy  death,  so  that  one  day  we  may  see  God,  face  to 
face,  and  with  you  and  all  the  angels  and  saints,  love 
Him  and  praise  Him  for  all  eternity." 


Our  Strong  Defence 


"A  faithful  friend  is  a  strong  defence 


On  the  feast  of  our  Blessed  Mother's  Assumption  this 
year  the  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  will  celebrate 
its  fortieth  birthday. 

Forty  years  is  a  short  time  in  the  history  of  the 
Church  but  for  our  little  Institute  they  have  been  years 
of  formation  and  consolidation,  of  slow  but  steady 
growth,  of  a  broad  and  flexible  apostolate  which  is  now 
being  exercised  right  across  the  Continent.  God  has 
been  wondrously  good  to  us  in  the  years  since  August 
fifteenth,  1922.  Not  the  least  manifestation  of  His  love 
and  solicitude  for  His  young  missionary  Institute  has 
been  the  genuine  friends  with  whom  He  has  blessed  us. 

To  all  our  friends  we  offer  our  deep  and  sincere 
gratitude:  To  His  Eminence,  Cardinal  McGuigan,  to 
His  Grace,  Archbishop  Pocock,  to  all  the  members  of 
the  Canadian  and  American  Hierarchy  who  have  ap- 
proved and  encouraged  our  work;  to  the  priests  who, 
with  unfailing  kindness,  have  helped  us  along  the  way; 
to  the  religious  sisters  of  countless  Communities  who 
have  been  sisters  in  deed  even  more  than  in  word;  to 
the  generous  and  mission-minded  laity  who  have  stood 
solidly  behind  us  all  through  the  years. 

May  the  blessing  of  God  fill  your  hearts  and  the 
hearts  of  all  whom  you  hold  dear  with  His  peace,  His 
joy  and  His  love. 

The  Editor 
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The  Home  Mission  Field 


Rev.  George  T.  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 


To  what  causes  should  we  trace  the  existence  of  a  Mis- 
sion Field  in  Canada?  The  Church  here  has  not  known 
persecution  as  it  has  in  other  countries.  Yet,  there  are 
areas  in  our  Western  Provinces  where  she  cannot  pro- 
vide from  her  own  resources,  for  the  spiritual  needs  of 
her  children. 

When  the  plough  of  some  venturesome  settlers 
scratched  the  rich  loam  of  the  Red  River  district  and 
gave  to  the  world  the  famous  Manitoba  hard  wheat,  the 
potentialities  of  the  virgin  soil  became  evident.  The 
"call  of  the  West"  sounded  throughout  the  country  and 
its  echoes  were  heard  in  Great  Britain  and  Continental 
Europe. 

A  tidal  wave  of  immigration  swept  into  Canada, 
westward  bound.  In  the  space  of  a  few  years,  lonely 
prairies  became  prosperous  provinces;  the  barren  wastes 
of  Western  Canada  were  suddenly  the  granary  of  the 
world. 

This  unexpected  transformation  resulted  in  tremen- 
dous problems  for  the  Church.  There  and  then  the 
Home  Mission  Field  was  created. 

There  is,  in  reality  however,  but  one  mission  field  in 
the  Church.  Geographical  or  racial  lines  mean  nothing 
to  God.  The  salvation  of  souls  through  the  Church  is 
the  only  thing  that  matters.  The  Catholic  heart  should 
always  be  large  enough  to  embrace  with  liberal  sym- 
pathy, the  Mission  Field  as  a  whole,  be  it  at  home  or 
abroad. 

G.T.D.,  Toronto,  1934 


TO  BE  INTERRUPTED  BY  SOMEBODY  DOING  IT 
JULY  1962 


PAGE  THREE 


Sisters  of  Service 


Newfoundland 
Nova  Scotia 
Quebec 
Ontario 
Manitoba 
Saskatchewan 
Alberta 
British  Columbia 
North  Dakota 


For  many  years  the  tide  of  immigration  ran  strong  and 
the  shores  of  Canada  became  for  thousands,  from  the 
British  Isles  and  Continental  Europe  ,the  land  of  their 
choice  and  the  country  of  their  adoption.  Undoubtedly 
the  losses  to  the  Faith,  especially  in  the  West,  were 
great.  To  meet  this  problem,  so  far-reaching  in  its  con- 
sequences for  both  Church  and  country,  the  Institute 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service  was  founded.  The  need  of  the 
hour  prompted  a  new  venture  in  missionary  institutes, 
for  the  life  of  the  Church,  like  all  life,  is  a  continual 
adjustment  to  environment. 

The  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  is  a  work  of  pre- 
servation and  reclamation.  Like  their  Divine  Master 
they  have  come  to  serve  the  most  abandoned  souls 
through  the  direct  or  contact  apostolate.  To  preserve 
the  missionary  character  of  their  work  and  to  ensure 
direct  contact  with  souls,  the  Institute  does  not  accept 
large  schools,  hospitals,  orphanages,  et  cetera.  S.O.S. 
missions  will  always  be  small. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  do  not  wear  the  traditional  re- 
ligious habit.  They  travel  and  work  alone  when  neces- 
sary. They  are  willing  to  forego  Holy  Mass  and  the 
Sacraments  if  by  so  doing  they  can  give  spiritual  aid 
to  underprivileged  souls.  To  them  belongs,  in  a  special 
way,  the  privilege  of  seeking  out  the  lost  sheep  and  of 
bringing  them  back  to  the  arms  of  the  Good  Shepherd. 


PROBLEMS  ARE  SENT  TO  MAKE  US  THINK,  NOT  TO  MAKE  US  WORRY 
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Shortly  after  the  foundation  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  it 
was  decided  that  the  work  would  be  more  effective  if 
Catholic  immigrants  were  met  at  the  Ports,  so  that 
their  first  contact  in  a  strange  land  would  be  Catholic. 
Accordingly,  multi-lingual  sisters  meet  the  immigrants 
as  they  arrive  in  Halifax,  Saint  John,  Quebec  and 
Montreal. 

The  Sister  of  Service  has  become  a  familiar  figure  at 
the  docks,  where  she  waits  to  greet  the  new  arrivals. 
Like  a  sentinel,  she  stands  on  guard  extending  a  warm 
hand  of  welcome  to  the  Catholic  stranger  as  he  faces 
the  great  unknown  in  a  new  country.  So  familiar  is  the 
grey-clad  figure  at  our  ports  of  entry  that  many  new- 
comers have  been  advised,  by  friends  or  relatives 
already  in  Canada,  to  watch  for  her  on  arrival.  How 
completely  these  frightened  and  homesick  strangers 
trust  themselves  to  the  care  of  the  Catholic  Sister  who 
speaks  their  language!  No  matter  how  eager  they  are  to 
come  to  Canada,  no  matter  how  free  their  decision,  this 
is  still  a  foreign  country  peopled  by  foreigners.  That 
they  should  be  fearful  on  arrival  is  only  natural. 

The  S.O.S.  port-workers  form  a  liaison  between  the 
immigrant  and  the  diocese  to  which  he  is  destined.  A 
notification  of  each  immigrant's  arrival  is  sent  to  the 
chancery  or  immigration  office  of  the  diocese  con- 
cerned. In  this  way,  a  continuous  contact  between 
Church  and  newcomer  can  be  maintained. 


Halifax 
Saint  John 
Quebec 
Montreal 


NOTHING  PREACHES  BETTER  THAN  AN  ANT  AND  SHE  SAYS  NOTHING 
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Port  Work 


The  First 
Warm 
Welcome 


Moira  Kerr 

in  The  Mail-Star,  Halifax 


It's  a  bit  terrifying  going  into  a  strange  land. 

It's  heartbreaking  if  you're  going  there  without  hope  of  ever  seeing  your  home 
again  — and  without  knowing  if  your  family  is  still  alive. 

This  doesn't  happen  to  most  of  us.  But  it's  an  old,  sad  story  to  millions. 

Some,  forced  to  flee  from  oppression,  have  had  to  leave  their  countries  with- 
out a  backward  look;  poverty  has  driven  others  to  seek  a  better  life  on  the  other 
side  of  the  ocean. 

When  the  homeless  come  to  Halifax,  there  are  few  friends  waiting  on  the  docks 
to  meet  them.  They  scan  the  faces  watching  their  ship  come  in,  but  rarely  does 
a  familiar  face  appear. 

But  there  are  some  people  who  care.  Among  them,  helping  New  Canadians 
over  their  first  difficult  hours  or  even  weeks,  are  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

Sisters  from  the  Halifax  house  visit  every  immigrant  ship  putting  into  port  to 
offer  whatever  services  they  can.  Language  is  no  problem,  for  the  Sisters  who 
handle  the  port  work  speak,  between  them,  nearly  every  European  language. 

There  are  people  who  cannot  make  their  own  way  around  the  port;  people 
who  are  confused  about  passports,  baggage  and  the  mass  of  paper  which  con- 
fronts them. 

There  are  women  with  children  who  need  help  —  babies  to  be  fed  and 
changed,  eight  and  nine-year-olds  to  be  amused  and  frightened  little  ones  to  be 
soothed. 

EVEN  IF  YOU  ARE  ON  THE  RIGHT  TRACK  YOU  WILL  BE  RUN  OVER  IF  YOU  SIT  THERE 
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The  Sisters  of  Service  are  there  to  help. 

Later,  there  are  homes  and  jobs  to  be  found,  chores  which  can  be  difficult  for 
a  penniless  family  with  five  children,  or  a  man  who  cannot  practise  his  profes- 
sion and  has  no  trade.  Helping  them  keeps  all  six  Sisters  of  Service  in  the  Halifax 
mission  busy. 

As  well,  the  Sisters  lend  their  house  for  monthly  parties  for  Hungarians  and 
other  groups  who  ask  for  room.  They  also  provide  board  and  lodging  for  about 
35  young  girls  who  are  living  away  from  home  for  the  first  time. 


This  Hungarian  family  was  photographed  during  a  get-together  for  their 
countrymen  at  the  Halifax  house  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  Left  to  right  are: 
Steve  Varos  with  three-year-old  Joseph;  his  wife  Maria  with  Susanna,  two, 
and  Sister  Walsh  with  Baby  Anna 
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YOU  can't  stop  people  from  thinking  but  you  can  start  them 
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Residential  Clubs 


Residential  Clubs  for  young  working  girls  are  another 
aspect  of  social  work  in  which  the  Sisters  of  Service  are 
engaged.  This  work  was  originally  started  to  provide  a 
home  for  the  large  number  of  girls  coming  from  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland  in  search  of  domestic  employment. 
The  character  of  the  Residential  Clubs  changes,  some- 
what, with  the  ebb  and  flow  of  the  tide  of  immigration. 
The  work  goes  on,  however,  whether  the  residents  are 
from  overseas,  Canadian  girls  away  from  their  own 
home,  or  both  —  as  is  usually  the  case  today. 

In  a  homelike  atmosphere  the  Sisters  act  as  counsel- 
lors and  friends,  the  girls  are  helped  to  adjust  to  their 
new  environment,  helped  to  find  employment  if  neces- 
sary, encouraged  to  make  friends  with  other  young 
Catholics  and  given  a  well-balanced  religious,  social 
and  educational  programme.  There  is  daily  Mass  and 
daily  Family  Rosary  for  those  wishing  to  avail  them- 
selves of  these  advantages.  Recreational  activities  in- 
clude dramatics,  glee  club  and  athletics.  Discussion 
clubs  in  religion,  English-language  classes  for  newly 
arrived  immigrants,  and  handicrafts  form  an  educa- 
tional programme. 

To  many  girls  the  Residential  Clubs  are  a  haven  and 
a  home.  Indeed  for  many  girls  whose  young  lives  have 
been  spent  almost  entirely  in  refugee  camps,  the  Club 
is  the  first  and  only  real  home  they  have  ever  known. 


St.  John's 
Halifax 
Montreal 
Ottawa 
Toronto 
Winnipeg 
Saskatoon 
Edmonton 
Vancouver 


SOME  MINDS  ARE  LIKE  CONCRETE  — 


PAGE  EIGHT 


ALL  MIXED  UP  AND  PERMANENTLY  SET 

JULY  196? 


Catechetical  Work 


Sisters  of  Service  teach  religion  by  mail  from  three  re-  Edmonton 

ligious  correspondence  schools.  Father  Daly  conceived 

the  idea  of  correspondence  schools  in  religion.  He  con-  Regina 

tended  that  since  the  mail  had  become  a  means  of 

promoting  the  social,  educational  and  political  inter-  Fargo 

ests  of  the  world,  the  Church,  too,  could  make  use  of 

it  to  carry  her  saving  doctrine  to  those  scattered 

Catholics  who  are  out  of  touch  with  the  educational 

and  sacramental  facilities  of  an  organized  parish. 

Not  only  do  the  children  benefit  by  the  lessons,  often 
parents,  and  even  grandparents,  are  brought  back  to  the 
practice  of  their  religion  by  these  "Messengers  of  the 
King"  coming  into  their  homes.  In  the  words  of  one 
Western  Bishop,  "The  amount  of  good  done  by  the 
correspondence  courses  in  religion  conducted  by  the 
Sisters  of  Service  would  alone  justify  the  existence  of 
the  Community." 

During  the  summer  months  every  available  Sister  is 
sent  out  to  teach  catechism  in  religious  vacation  schools. 
Travelling  the  highways  and  byways  of  the  West,  alone 
or  in  pairs,  the  Sisters  go  from  one  small  mission  to 
another,  spending  a  week,  ten  days  or  two  weeks,  de- 
pending on  the  circumstances,  the  need,  and  the  num- 
ber of  children.  Living  with  families  in  the  districts 
where  they  teach,  the  Sisters,  like  true  missionaries, 
adapt  to  whatever  conditions  they  find. 

"I  HAD  NO  SHOES  AND  I  MURMURED  UNTIL  I  MET  A  MAN  WHO  HAD  NO  FEET" 
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Residential  Club 


Lawn  Chair 
Dreaming 
in  Ottawa 

Today  is  Ascension  Thursday.  Sitting 
in  a  brightly  painted  lawn  chair,  facing 
the  shrine  of  Our  Lady,  I  remem- 
ber .  .  . 

Last  night  in  our  reception  room  we 
had  the  Crowning  of  Our  Lady,  Queen 
of  the  world  and  Queen  of  Rosary 
Hall.  Joanne  Vloet  of  Kinch  and  Hol- 
land was  the  young  lady  chosen  for 
this  rare  privilege  because  of  her  filial 
love  for  Mary  shown  by  almost  daily 
attendance  at  Holy  Mass  and  Family 
Rosary.  Assisting  her  as  crown-bearer 
was  the  newest  "little"  member  of  our 
family,  Diane  Karson.  Following  the 
crowning  and  a  talk  on  Our  Lady  by 
Reverend  Father  Morin,  o.m.i.,  the 
group  assisted  at  Benediction  in  the 
chapel  and  sang  the  hymns  as  St.  Tho- 
mas Aquinas  in  his  Lauda  Sion  exhorts 
us: 

Let  your  praise  be  full,  sonorous, 
Clear  and  joyful  be  the  chorus, 
Jubilation  of  the  soul. 

Dianne  had  prepared  well  for  the 
crowning  ceremony  by  working  with 
Beverley  MacPhail  to  repair  and  re- 
decorate Our  Lady's  shrine,  which  I 
am  now  facing.  Overhanging  and  dead 
branches  of  lilac  and  honeysuckle  were 

AN  INCONVENIENCE  IS  ONLY  AN 
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Sister  B.  Anstett 


cut  to  make  room  for  the  workers.  The 
framework  was  painted  two  shades  of 
blue;  deep,  royal  blue  for  the  lower 
section  and  sky  blue  for  the  upper 
arch.  The  girls  were  delighted  with 
their  work  of  art;  incidentally  they 
were  pretty  blue  themselves.  When  the 
preliminaries  were  over,  Dianne  very 
carefully  and  reverently  returned  Our 
Lady,  who  had  been  cleaned  of  old 
paint  and  sandpapered  to  the  original 
cement  finish,  to  her  place  of  honour. 

Many  of  you  will  have  read  of  the 
Ottawa  Tulip  Festival.  You  may  have 
visited  our  city  with  the  Mall  during 
this  fairyland  time.  So  you  know  that 
words  are  inadequate  to  describe  the 
beauty  of  these  millions  of  bulbs-in- 
bloom.  We  had  our  own  little  display 
in  front  of  our  shrine.  Our  Lady  of 
Grace  looks  fondly  down  on  them  — 
when  she  isn't  watching  over  us. 

May,  besides  being  the  month  of 
Our  Lady,  is  also  the  time  for  closing 
activities.  Discussion  club  members, 
leather-craft,  broom-ball  and  bowling 
enthusiasts,  have  closed  their  books 
and  put  away  their  tools  and  balls  for 
another  season. 

Spiritually,  the  most-looked-forward- 
to  weekend  of  the  year  was  the  week- 
end of  the  Rosary  Hall  retreat  at  Villa 

VENTURE  WRONGLY  CONSIDERED 
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Madonna  Retreat  House,  six  miles  east 
of  Ottawa.  The  Retreat  Master  was 
heard  to  remark:  "The  girls  from  Ro- 
sary Hall  kept  silence  perfectly,  spent 
much  time  in  the  chapel,  took  an  ac- 
tive part  in  the  discussion  hour.  But  I 
never  saw  Coke  and  chips  disappear  as 
they  did  during  the  Rosary  Hall  re- 
treat. And  also,  I  never  knew  a  group 
who  could  be  so  quiet  make  so  much 
noise  when  given  permission  to  talk  at 
the  final  meal." 

Looking  back  still  further — just  be- 
fore the  retreat  our  girls  were  chal- 
lenged by  the  high  school  girls  of  St. 
Mary's,  Quyon,  to  a  broom-ball  game. 
There  was  the  usual  discussion  about 
transportation.  Finally  it  was  decided 
to  charter  a  bus  for  the  girls  who 
would  be  accompanied  by  two  Sisters. 
A  newcomer  to  "The  Hall"  said  dis- 
gustedly, "If  the  Sisters  come  with  us 
I  suppose  we'll  have  to  say  the  Rosary 


all  the  way.  What  fun!"  (She  was  evi- 
dently not  aware  that  the  Family  Ro- 
sary is  said  every  evening  in  the  chapel 
at  6:20.)  After  an  hour's  ride  in  the 
bus  amid  the  strains  of  melodies,  old, 
new  and  off-tune,  we  were  heartily  wel- 
comed by  the  Sisters  and  students  of 
St.  Mary's  High  School.  The  quick- 
footed,  light  of  limb  and  much-prac- 
tised juniors  easily  out-played  our  girls. 
Following  a  lunch  which  was  planned 
and  served  by  the  students  themselves, 
we  returned  home  a  defeated  but  very 
happy  team. 

While  I  have  been  sitting  here  Our 
Lady's  shadow  has  grown  longer  and 
more  protecting.  During  the  past  year 
she  has  taken  care  of  our  spiritual, 
educational  and  recreational  activities. 
We  know  she  will  continue  to  shower 
her  love  and  care  on  this  house  where 
she  is  honoured  under  the  title  of 
Heavenly  Queen  of  the  Holy  Rosary. 


"Home  to  Rosary  Hall"  has  a  welcome  ring  after  a  day  in  the  Civil  Service 
bureaucracy 


Religious  Correspondence  School 


Exodus 


Sister  C.  Albury 


Pray  that  your  flight  be  not  in  the 
winter. 

Year  after  year  I  have  read  these  words 
in  the  gospel  for  the  last  Sunday  after 
Pentecost,  but  never  did  their  meaning 
strike  home  as  they  did  last  March 
when,  in  below  zero  weather,  we 
"moved"  our  convent  from  2220  Cam- 
eron Street  in  Regina  to  a  little  house 
next  door. 

We  had  been  packing  for  weeks  be- 
fore. Dozens  of  cartons,  begged  from 
various  stores,  were  filled  with  lessons, 
catechisms,  books  and  other  parapher- 
nalia so  necessary  for  Religious  Cor- 
respondence work.  The  greater  part  of 
this  material  was  stored  in  the  Cathed- 
ral basement,  with  the  kind  permission 
of  Reverend  Father  Wady,  who  also 
sent  high  school  boys  to  transport  the 
cartons  in  a  station  wagon. 

March  12th  and  13th  saw  the  final 
exodus.  The  Sisters  carried  over  small 
cartons  and  parcels,  while  a  number  of 
good  friends,  to  whom  we  shall  be  for- 
ever grateful,  transferred  beds,  desks 
and  other  articles  of  furniture.  The  al- 
tar had  to  be  taken  apart  and  put  to- 
gether again  in  our  small,  temporary 
chapel.  Linoleum  was  ripped  out  of 


the  old  house  and  put  down  in  the 
chapel  and  living-room. 

All  this  moving  took  place  in  below 
zero  weather.  After  making  five  or  six 
trips  from  one  house  to  another,  wad- 
ing through  snow  with  arms  full  of  fur- 
niture, boxes,  et  cetera,  either  slipping 
on  the  treacherous  ice  or  walking 
ankle-deep  into  the  snow,  one  really 
knew  the  meaning  of  the  word  "ex- 
haustion." 

On  March  13th  at  13  below,  the 
heavy  furniture  was  moved.  By  night- 
fall all  our  belongings  were  out  of 
2220  and  divided  among  our  tempo- 
rary convent,  the  garage  and  the  Ca- 
thedral basement.  The  four  S.O.S.  now 
in  Regina  were  really  tired  and  so  were 
our  kindly  helpers.  A  good  friend,  who 
had  assisted  us  several  days  with  the 
packing,  had  the  generous  and  brilliant 
idea  of  sending  in  our  dinner.  We  ate 
it  with  good  appetites  and  grateful 
hearts. 

Early  the  next  morning  the  "demol- 
ishers"  were  at  work  on  2220.  From 
the  windows  of  our  present  home  we 
watched  the  work  of  destruction  know- 
ing that,  God  willing,  a  new  convent 
and  Religious  Correspondence  School 
will  soon  arise  from  the  ruins. 


SOME  PEOPLE  WHO  SAY  "OUR  FATHER"  ON  SUNDAY  GO 
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Religious  Vacation  School 


Kenny 


Sister  Edith  Wayland 


I  arrived  at  7  p.m.  on  Sunday.  Since 
there  was  no  answer  to  my  knocks  I 
concluded  that  Grandpa  and  Grandma 
Mueller  had  gone  visiting.  I  said  good- 
bye to  the  kind  friends  who  had  driven 
me  out  and  assured  them  that  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Mueller  would  soon  return  and 
that  I  would  be  well  taken  care  of. 

After  an  hour  and  a  half  of  reading, 
resting  and  praying  on  the  swing  at  the 
side  of  the  house,  I  decided  to  try  the 
door  again.  This  time  the  kitchen  door 
gave  way  before  my  more  determined 
push.  I  found  a  note  on  the  table: 
"Will  be  back  about  10.  Make  your- 
self at  home."  That  I  did  by  enjoying 
a  cold  drink  and  cookies  found  in  the 
teddy-bear  cookie  jar. 

Shortly  after  10  p.m.  my  hosts  ar- 
rived. They  were  surprised  to  find  me 
sitting  very  comfortably  in  an  arm- 
chair in  the  front  room.  Since  I  had 
not  arrived  by  bus  that  afternoon,  all 
thought  of  my  arrival  before  the  fol- 
lowing morning  had  been  put  out  of 
their  minds.  The  note  I  had  found  had 
been  meant  for  a  friend  of  theirs. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mueller  had  brought 
their  grandson  home  with  them.  Kenny 
was  a  bright-eyed,  good-looking  boy  of 
8.  His  father  was  a  non-Catholic  who, 
in  recent  years,  had  been  showing  bit- 
terness to  the  Church  and  had  been 


most  reluctant  to  keep  the  promises  he 
had  made  with  regard  to  educating  the 
children  in  the  Catholic  Faith.  Kenny 
was  the  oldest  of  five  and  had  been 
baptized — the  other  children  were  still 
unbaptized.  Due  to  his  father's  opposi- 
tion Kenny  was  unable  to  go  to  cate- 
chism classes  in  his  own  home  town 
and  had  not  yet  received  his  First  Holy 
Communion. 

Once  more  I  was  a  witness  to  the 
sad  consequences  of  a  mixed  marriage : 

(Continued  on  page  32) 


AROUND  THE  REST  OF  THE  WEEK  ACTING  T  IKE  ORPHANS 
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Teaching 


Christian  Island 
Camp  Morton 
Sinnett 
Rycroft 
Peace  River 
Manning 


The  rural  districts  of  Western  Canada  are  the  special 
field  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  There,  in  rural  schools, 
the  fully  qualified  S.O.S.  teacher  makes  a  notable  con- 
tribution to  the  religious,  intellectual  and  social  life  of 
her  students  and  of  the  entire  community. 

In  addition  to  her  qualifications  as  a  teacher  of  the 
secular  branches  of  study,  the  Sister  of  Service  has  been 
trained  in  methods  of  teaching  religion.  In  this  area  she 
strives,  by  every  means  possible,  to  instil  in  the  hearts 
of  her  charges  a  love  for  Christian  ideals  and  practices. 
It  is  her  privilege,  by  precept  and  example,  to  develop 
in  them  a  loyalty  to  their  glorious  Christian  heritage. 

Nor  is  the  religious  teacher  satisfied  with  the  work 
done  in  school.  She  supplements  it,  wherever  possible, 
by  visits  to  the  homes  and  this  contact  strengthens  the 
bond  between  parent,  child  and  teacher.  Very  often 
these  visits  provide  an  opportunity  for  giving  much- 
needed  religious  instruction  to  parents  and  older  mem- 
bers of  the  family. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  have  striven  through  the  years 
to  teach  where  the  need  of  the  Catholic  children  appears 
to  be  the  greatest.  In  public  schools  the  Sisters  do  not 
wear  their  cross  or  cap,  thus  forestalling  any  objection 
to  a  religious  habit  in  a  public  school. 

There  are  so  few  teachers  for  so  many  needs!  Child- 
ren absorb  religion  as  a  flower  absorbs  dew  —  if  they 
are  given  the  opportunity! 


clarification:  filling  in  the  background  with  such 
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Teaching 


Peace 
River 
Reporting 


Drama  Festivals!  Rotary  Club  Con- 
tests! Group  Baptisms!  Confirmation 
with  the  largest  class  in  the  history  of 
the  parish!  Eucharistic  Crusaders  in- 
volved in  scrap-books  plus  football, 
hockey  and  baseball!  All  these  activi- 
ties added  to  a  full  complement  of 
teaching  and  studying  keep  the  faculty 
and  students  of  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion School  as  busy  as  the  proverbial 
bee. 

From  the  Edmonton  Journal  we 
picked  up  the  following  item  about  the 
South  Peace  River  zone  Drama  Festi- 
val: 

"A  troupe  of  actors  from  Immacu- 
late Conception  School  in  Peace  River, 
playing  Johnny  Dunn,  which  has  its 
setting  in  Alberta,  won  the  high  school 
drama  festival  award  for  the  South 
Peace  River  zone. 

"The  second  annual  festival  was  held 
in  Grande  Prairie  High  School  and  was 


adjudicated  by  Mrs.  Elsie  Park  Gowan 
of  Edmonton.  The  award  was  pre- 
sented to  the  director,  Sister  M.  Denis, 

s.o.s. 

"The  best  actor  award  went  to  Brian 
Copping  who  played  the  part  of  John- 
ny Dunn.  .  .  . 

"The  adjudicator's  highest  praise 
went  to  Johnny  Dunn  for  its  pioneer 
mood  and  modern  blend  of  costuming 
and  background  and  to  the  cast  for  its 
teamwork." 

The  Peace  River  Record  Gazette 
added : 

"Against  a  mural  backdrop  depict- 
ing the  province's  great  resources  of 
grain,  oil,  scenery  and  timberlands, 
fabulous  tales  were  enacted  by  Johnny 
Dunn  with  the  choral-chanted  back- 
ground of  Alberta's  people,  from  the 
Crees  and  Beavers  of  the  Peace  River 
country  to  its  early  settlers  of  the  sou- 
thern prairies,  its  oil  workers  and  farm- 
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ers,  woodsmen  and  office  workers. 
'Johnny  Dunn  belongs  to  all  Alberta,' 
Mrs.  Gowan  said." 

Sister  Denis,  who  directed  the  play, 
made  a  few  comments  for  The  Field 
at  Home. 

"Our  mural  depicting  an  Alberta 
background  was  44  by  16  feet.  Paint- 
ed by  a  grade  IX  boy  it  was,  literally, 
a  masterpiece  done  on  six  widths  of 
brown  elevator  paper. 

"The  play  is  a  real  Alberta  play 
with  Johnny  Dunn  as  'All  of  Alberta 
rolled  into  one  ordinary-everyday-gar- 
den-variety of  .  .  .  '  no,  not  man  but 
liar.  Johnny  is  one  per  cent  man  and 
99  per  cent  straight  liar.  With  this  in- 
troduction Johnny  tells  one  tall  tale 
after  another  in  the  manner  of  Paul 
Bunyan.  Each  tale  is  hilariously  acted 
out.  The  'People  of  Alberta'  form  a 
chorus  and  speak  in  unison  or  singly 
in  commenting  on  the  tales,  or  in  pro- 
viding sound  effects  —  ducks,  geese, 
wolves,  blub-blub  (under  water).  We 
worked  long  and  hard  but  never  got 
tired  of  the  play.  It  is  the  most  de- 
lightful play  I  have  ever  done — added 
to  the  fact  that  our  Johnny,  Brian  Cop- 
ping, was  a  real  natural.  Everytime  he 
moved  he  pulled  a  laugh  from  the  au- 
dience. The  highest  compliment  that 
any  director  could  pay  to  an  actor  I 
paid  to  Brian.  He  had  natural  talent 
but  was  completely  docile  to  direction. 
He  said  a  line  or  did  an  action  exactly 
as  he  was  told,  even  though  he  would 
rather  have  done  it  otherwise.  Such 
actors  are  rare  indeed." 

An  anonymous  student  reporter 
from  Immaculate  Conception  has  pro- 
vided us  with  this  account  of  the  Ro- 
tary Club  contest: 


"Mike  Hurst,  honour  student  from 
Immaculate  Conception  and  winner  of 
the  Rotary  trip  to  Ottawa,  got  a  jubi- 
lant and  worthy  goodbye  this  morning 
from  fellow-students. 

"Mike,  the  school's  proud  prize, 
walked  straight  into  a  surprise  get-to- 
gether of  the  entire  junior  and  senior 
schools  on  his  return  from  an  arranged 
errand. 

The  rooms  rang  with  gaiety  while 
Grades  VII  and  VIII  sang  a  farewell 
song  and  the  IX's,  X's  and  XFs  waved 
banners  and  plaques  announcing  'au 
re  voir'  and  'good  luck.' 

"Mike  was  chosen  by  the  Rotary 
Club  of  Peace  River  as  the  most  out- 
standing, all-round  student  to  represent 
this  town  at  the  annual  Ottawa  Con- 
vention. He  was  chosen  from  competi- 
tors from  both  Immaculate  Conception 
and  T.  A.  Norris  High  Schools.  Run- 
ner-up Shirley  Ann  L'Hirondelle,  also 
an  Immaculate  Conception  student, 
was  present  at  the  celebrations. 

"Mike  will  leave  tonight  on  the 
11:30  bus  and  return  ten  days  hence 
after  a  full  and  educational  trip  with 
students  from  all  over  Canada." 

The  Field  at  Home  managed  to 
gather  a  few  other  interesting  items 
about  Immaculate  Conception  school. 
One  affair  which  we  thought  novel  was 
a  dress-up  day  for  grades  IX,  X  and 
XI.  They  went  to  school  all  "slicked- 
up."  The  "tie"  ordeal  was  hard  on  the 
boys  but  they  really  looked  classy  and 
were,  we  think,  more  than  a  little 
proud  of  themselves. 

The  Eucharistic  Crusaders,  under 
the  supervision  of  Sister  Joan  Coffey, 
put  time  and  enthusiasm  into  a  scrap 
book  which  was  sent  to  the  head  office 


SOME  PEOPLE  TALK  STRAIGHT  FROM  THE  SHOULDER 


PAGE  SIXTEEN 


JULY  1962 


The  cast  of  "Johnny  Dunn"  photographed  before  rehearsal  at  Grande  Prairie 


Sister  Denis  receives  the  drama  award.  Brian  Copping,  who  won  the  best  actor 
award  for  his  characterization  of  Johnny  Dunn,  is  beside  Sister  Denis 
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of  the  Eucharistic  Crusade  in  Toronto. 
Last  year  the  Peace  River  Crusaders 
won  a  prize  for  their  efforts.  They  are 
hoping  for  a  repeat  performance  this 
year. 

Sister  McNally  is  completing  her 
first  year's  teaching  in  Peace  River. 
Her  students  have  learned  many 
things  and  Sister  has  learned  that  it's  a 
man's  world  —  at  least  in  her  grade  V 
class  where  the  few  girls  have  to  fight 
for  their  rights  and  her  rough'n  tumble 
boys  are  always  on  the  go  —  be  it 
football  in  the  fall,  hockey  in  the  win- 
ter or  baseball  in  the  summer. 


It  is  one  thing  to  learn  about  the 
ceremony  of  Baptism  and  about  ad- 
ministering the  Sacrament,  but  it's  an- 
other thing  to  watch  five  of  your 
schoolmates  being  baptized. 

On  the  feast  of  St.  Joseph,  March 
19th,  the  entire  student  body  of  Im- 
maculate Conception  School  had  the 
privilege  of  seeing  one  grade  VIII  stu- 
dent, three  grade  V  and  one  grade  III 
students  being  baptized.  The  radiant 
faces  of  these  youngsters  told,  more 
than  any  amount  of  teaching,  of  the 
joy  which  comes  with  being  children 
of  God. 

On  Sunday,  May  13th,  His  Excel- 


Sister  McNally's  rough  'n  tumble  hockey  players 
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Interested  school-mates  look  on  as  Rev.  A.  Bruckert,  O.M.I.,  pastor  at  Peace 
River,  baptizes  five  of  their  friends 


lency  Bishop  Routhier  confirmed  70 
children,  the  largest  class  in  the  history 
of  the  parish.  The  procession  from  the 
school  to  the  church  included  the  child- 
ren, Knights  of  the  Altar,  Knights  of 


Columbus,  Men's  Club,  Catholic  Wo- 
men's League,  members  of  the  Sepa- 
rate School  Board,  Reverend  Father 
Bruckert,  o.m.i.,  our  pastor,  and  His 
Excellency. 


Canadian  Words 

THEIR   FAIREST  OFFERING 

Selected  by  L.  W.  Brockington 

"Fix  your  eyes  on  the  greatness  of  your  country  as  you  have  it  before  you  day  by 
day,  fall  in  love  with  her,  and  when  you  feel  her  great,  remember  that  her  great- 
ness was  won  by  men  with  courage,  with  knowledge  of  their  duty,  and  with  a 
sense  of  honour  in  action,  who,  even  if  they  failed  in  some  venture,  would  not 
think  of  depriving  the  country  of  their  powers  but  laid  them  at  her  feet  as  their 
fairest  offering."  Anonymous 

THE  MAN  WHO  FALLS  DOWN  GETS  UP  A  LOT  QUICKER  THAN  THE  MAN  WHO  LIES  DOWN 
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Nursing 


Edson         Many  years  ago  Father  Daly  wrote:  "Through  the 
mystery  of  suffering,  the  nursing  sister,  like  the  priest, 
Vilna         gets  very  close  to  the  human  soul. 

"  'The  curruptible  body  is  a  load  upon  the  soul  and 
the  earthly  habitation  presseth  down  the  mind,'  writes 
the  Author  of  the  Book  of  Wisdom.  In  the  full  vigour 
of  health  this  load  is  not  felt.  But  when  sickness  comes, 
when  pain  and  suffering  have  shattered  our  bodily 
frame,  the  soul  rises  to  the  surface.  The  temporal  out- 
look on  life  pales  into  insignificance  and  the  vision  of 
eternity  slowly  breaks  on  the  horizon.  This  is  the  nurs- 
ing sister's  opportunity.  And,  indeed,  how  many  souls 
will  owe  their  eternal  salvation,  their  return  to  the  faith 
of  their  baptism,  their  conversion,  to  her  kind  ministra- 
tions, her  tempered  reproach  and  timely  advice." 

In  their  small,  rural  hospitals  S.O.S.  nurses  do  the 
actual  bedside  nursing  themselves.  Thus  they  adhere  to 
the  ideal  of  direct,  personal  contact  with  souls  which  is 
the  feature  of  their  apostolate.  How  great  is  the  influ- 
ence of  the  religious  nurse  in  her  ministrations  to  the 
sick,  how  great  the  possibility  for  doing  good,  how  close 
her  work  to  the  heart  of  Christ  Who  said,  'For  as  much 
as  you  have  done  to  the  least  of  these,  my  brethren, 
you  have  done  it  to  me.'  God  alone  can  write  the  "high 
romance"  of  our  little  mission  hospitals,  God  alone 
knows  what  a  bulwark  they  are  to  the  Church. 

NOT  SIGHT  BUT  INSIGHT  IS  MAN'S  CHIEFEST  NEED 
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Love  Was 
the  Cure 


Sister  E.  Zink 


"He  hasn't  a  chance,"  the  doctor  said,  though  usually  an  incurable  optimist 
about  his  patients. 

"If  he  had  oxygen  .  .  .  ,"  his  voice  trailed  off. 

We  had  tried  to  give  oxygen  through  a  fine  tube  in  one  nostril  but  the  tube 
had  caused  too  much  restlessness.  Our  eighteen-bed  hospital  did  not  have  an 
oxygen  tent. 

I  looked  at  the  nine-month-old  bundle  of  frightened  misery.  He  had  been 
brought  to  us  that  morning  by  the  nurse  from  the  near-by  Indian  reservation. 
She  had  picked  him  up  as  she  had  found  him,  his  little  body  encased  in  moss, 
and  wrapped  around  with  dirty  blankets.  Basil  had  pneumonia  complicated  by 
serious  malnutrition. 

His  black  eyes  looked  back  at  me,  fright  and  misery  in  their  depths.  I  hated 
the  thought  of  his  dying.  He  seemed  to  ask  something  of  us,  something  we 
should  be  able  to  give. 

"I'll  stay  with  him,"  I  told  the  other  nurse  on  duty. 

"But  what  can  you  do?" 

"I  don't  know,"  I  replied,  "but  I'll  stay  with  him," 

I  stood  by  the  crib  in  which  he  was  propped  on  pillows  to  make  laboured 
breathing  less  laboured.  Spontaneously  I  pulled  a  chair  over,  picked  him  up  and 
sat  down.  Cradling  him  in  my  arms  I  rocked  gently  back  and  forth. 

My  arms  ached  when  finally  the  black  eyes  lost  something  of  their  fright,  but 
I  continued  to  hold  him.  We  gave  him  antibiotics  and  concentrated  vitamins.  We 
fed  glucose  and  water  into  his  tissues.  Like  all  of  his  race  he  endured  without 
complaint. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  the  doctor  telephoned  for  a  report.  He  was  almost  in- 
credulous when  told  that  the  baby  was  still  alive. 

"Try  to  give  him  some  nourishment  by  mouth,"  he  advised. 

It  was  evening  when  I  gently  laid  Basil  back  in  his  crib.  He  had  taken  some 
milk,  only  four  ounces,  but  that  was  something.  His  temperature  had  dropped 
from  106  degrees  to  103.  He  looked  comforted  rather  than  comfortable  and  his 
eyelids  drooped. 

When  the  doctor  came  in  to  make  evening  rounds  the  baby  was  sleeping. 
"What  did  you  do?"  the  doctor  asked. 

"I  don't  know,"  I  replied.  "I  think  I  just  loved  him  until  the  antibiotics  could 
take  hold.  It  must  have  been  love." 

The  doctor  looked  at  me  oddly  for  a  moment. 

"You  may  be  right,"  he  said  quietly,  as  he  left  the  ward. 
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"Gladly  we  look  to  the  future 
in  which  we  have  come  to  serve" 
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The 
Greatest 


Service 

The  greatest  service  one  can  render  to  mankind  is  to 
help  a  soul  to  eternal  salvation.  The  poorer,  the  more 
abandoned  is  the  soul,  the  greater  is  the  service. 

This  is  so  true  that  we  may  rightly  say  that  the  whole 
life  of  our  Divine  Saviour  was  unreservedly  consumed 
in  the  service  of  our  souls  — "He  came  not  to  be  served, 
but  to  serve." 

Missionaries  have  always  been  attracted  to  this  ser- 
vice of  the  most  abandoned  souls.  The  dedication  of 
their  life  to  them  is  the  greatest  proof  of  their  love  for 
God. 

What  an  opportunity  is  offered  for  this  divine  service 
in  the  great  Home  Mission  Field  of  Canada  and  the 
United  States.  At  our  very  doors  countless  souls  are 
drifting  from  their  Christian  moorings  and  already  have 
been  swept  into  the  sea  of  religious  indifference.  To 
these  souls  the  Sisters  of  Service  have  dedicated  their 
life. 

Will  you  come  and  join  them  in  their  work  of  mercy? 
The  Divine  Master  and  the  great  Home  Mission  Field 
invite  you.  Will  you  come? 

Rev.  George  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  in 
A  Call  to  Service 


For  information  write: 

Rev.  Sister  General 
Sisters  of  Service 
2  Wellesley  Place 
Toronto  5,  Canada 
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Western  Echoes 
of  the 
Catechetical 
Revival 


Reverend  Walter  P.  Fitzgerald,  M.Ed., 
Supervisor  of  Religious  Instruction, 
Edmonton  Separate  Schools 


This  series  of  articles  appeared  origi- 
nally in  The  Western  Catholic  from 
which  they  have  been  adapted. 


One  of  the  foremost  catechists  of  our 
day  is  Father  Johannes  Hofinger,  s.J., 
organizer  and  director  of  the  Eichstadt 
Conference  held  in  Germany  in  1960 
to  discuss  the  problem  of  catechists 
throughout  the  Catholic  world.  In  De- 
cember 1961,  America  carried  the  re- 
port of  an  interview  with  Father  Ho- 
finger who  is  now  Director  of  the  East 
Asian  Pastoral  Institute  in  Manila,  P.I. 
In  answer  to  a  question  about  English- 
speaking  Canada  and  the  United  States 
Father  Hofinger  said:  "There  is  no 
place  in  the  Catholic  world  where  the 
catechetical  revival  is  making  more 
rapid  and  thorough  progress." 

A  faint  echo  of  this  revival  is  being 
heard  in  the  Edmonton  Separate 
Schools  where  in-service  training 
courses  stress  the  use  of  the  Holy  Bible 
as  a  teaching  instrument  in  the  class- 
room. This  use  of  the  Bible  has  been 


a  controversial  issue  amongst  cate- 
chists for  many  generations.  Some  ex- 
perts maintain  that  the  Bible  was  writ- 
ten for  adults,  not  for  children. 
Amongst  other  things  they  point  out 
that  there  are  important  doctrines 
which  are  not  explicitly  mentioned  in 
the  Bible  and  for  this  reason  it  can- 
not be  used  as  the  essential  foundation 
for  instruction. 

Partly  as  a  result  of  the  catechetical 
revival  the  Holy  Bible  is  being  used 
more  extensively  for  classroom  instruc- 
tion in  many  parts  of  the  world.  The 
Bible  contains  the  story  of  God's  un- 
ceasing efforts  to  impress  on  us  that 
He  loves  us.  Properly  used  it  can  con- 
vey to  children  the  warmth  of  God's 
love  far  more  forcefully  than  the  cate- 
chism answers  which  are  but  a  con- 
densed statement  of  God's  message  to 
man.  Those  who  favour  the  Bible  as  a 


EXPERIENCE  MAY  NOT  BE  WORTH  WHAT  IT  COSTS  BUT  THAT'S  WHAT  WE  HAVE  TO  PAY  FOR  IT 


PAGE  TWENTY-FOUR 


JULY  196? 


prime  source  of  classroom  material 
maintain  that  you  cannot  give  children 
a  solid  spiritual  education  without  giv- 
ing them  a  biblical  education. 

In  keeping  with  this  premise  every 
student  in  grades  VII  and  VIII  in  the 
Edmonton  Separate  Schools  has  been 
provided  with  a  copy  of  the  New  Tes- 
tament for  the  school  year  1961-62.  A 
children's  Bible  will  be  provided  for 
every  primary  classroom  and  the  pro- 
gramme will  be  extended  to  the  inter- 
vening grades  and  senior  high  as  soon 
as  plans  can  be  made  to  assure  the 
competent  use  of  Holy  Scripture  in  the 
schools. 

In  preparation  for  this  programme  a 
Teachers'  Guide  has  been  prepared  in- 
dicating the  Biblical  passages  selected 


for  special  study.  Some  of  the  passages 
will  be  committed  to  memory  after 
they  have  been  carefully  explained  in 
class.  To  help  teachers  in  this  task  a 
commentary  on  the  New  Testament 
will  soon  be  placed  in  every  classroom 
and  children  will  be  encouraged  to  take 
the  New  Testament  home  so  that  they 
may  discuss  it  with  their  parents. 

The  plan  is  a  long-range  one  calling 
for  extensive  in-service  training  of 
teachers  and  more  active  participation 
by  parents  in  the  religious  education 
programme.  If  successful  it  can  hardly 
fail  to  deepen  the  faith  of  Catholics, 
both  young  and  old,  and  increase  their 
love  and  reverence  for  the  written 
word  of  God. 


PRAYER  FOR  THE  MISSIONS 

Lord,  make  me  an  apostle  of  Thy  Faith. 

Where  there  is  the  darkness  of  pagans,  let  me  spread  Light; 

Where  there  is  the  hate  of  Communists,  Love; 

Where  there  is  the  error  of  heretics,  Truth; 

Where  there  is  the  frustration  of  sinners,  Forgiveness; 

Where  there  are  Moslems,  Mary. 

Grant  that  by  my  prayers  and  alms  I  may  give  to  each  continent 

what  it  requires: 
To  Africa,  a  native  clergy  of  black  hands  lifting  white  Hosts; 
To  Asia,  a  rich  harvest  from  the  red  blood  seed  of  her  martyrs; 
To  Oceania,  a  necklace  of  islands  made  a  Rosary  for  the  Faith; 
To  Europe,  already  so  tired,  a  renewal  of  youth  at  the  altar  of  God; 
To  America,  an  exchange  of  material  riches  for  the  pearl  of  great  price. 
Let  me  send  my  offering  where  I  cannot  go; 
My  pains  to  comfort  sufferers  whom  I  will  never  see; 
And  my  sacrifices  to  help  plant  the  Cross  in  lands  that  know  not 
yet  the  Crucified;  Through  Christ  Our  Lord,  Amen. 

SOME  OF  THE  THINGS  THAT  ARE  "TOO  GOOD  TO  BE  TRUE"  AREN'T  TRUE 
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Canadians  in  Latin  America 


With 
The  Grail 
in  Brazil 

A  Bachelor  of  Science  from  Halifax 
and  a  Home  economist  from  Sydney, 
Nova  Scotia,  left  shortly  after  Easter 
this  year  to  work  with  The  Grail  in 
Brazil.  Marian  Feetham,  a  graduate  of 
the  Halifax  Infirmary  School  of  Nurs- 
ing with  a  B.Sc.  in  Nursing  from 
Mount  St.  Vincent  College  in  Halifax, 
and  Joan  Maclnnis,  a  graduate  of  St. 
Francis  Xavier  University,  together 
with  1 1  other  young  women  have  join- 
ed Grail  teams  already  at  work  in  the 
rural  diocese  of  Barra  do  Pirai,  Brazil. 

The  Grail,  an  international  women's 
movement,  is  working  in  collabora- 
tion with  the  Papal  Volunteers  Pro- 
gram in  sending  lay  volunteers  to  Latin 
America. 

The  teams  will  carry  on  a  wide- 
spread medical,  social,  educational  and 
catechetical  program  in  this  rural  dio- 
cese. These  young  women  will  join  an 
equal  number  of  Brazilian  women  in 
teaching  basic  home  skills  in  such 
areas  as  child  care,  hygiene,  homemak- 
ing  and  the  building  of  local  co-opera- 
tives. They  will  also  provide  a  syste- 
matic formation  to  catechists  already 
present  in  Barra  do  Pirai. 

Bishop  Agnelo  Rossi,  of  Barra  do 
Pirai,  saw  the  need  for  religious  in- 


Rose  Marie  Ries 


struction  among  his  people.  Recently 
he  launched  a  large  catechetical  move- 
ment, using  laymen,  themselves  often 
with  only  the  barest  of  religious  in- 
struction, to  teach  the  masses.  He 
plans  to  expand  this  catechetical  pro- 
gramme to  include  medical,  social  and 
educational  projects. 

"There  is  great  need,"  Bishop  Rossi 
said,  "of  a  deeper  formation  of  cate- 
chists and  an  integration  of  religious  in- 
struction into  a  broad  programme  of 
education  towards  a  more  human  level 
of  life."  His  Excellency  has  called  up- 
on the  Grail-PAVLA  teams  to  help 
answer  this  need.  These  teams  will  go 
to  Latin  America  not  to  assume  public 
leadership,  but  to  provide  leadership 
formation  for  potential  local  leaders. 

"The  programme  is  diocesan,"  con- 
tinued the  Bishop,  "but  with  wider 
goals  than  just  this  diocese.  Once  it 
succeeds  in  Barra  do  Pirai,  it  can  serve 
as  a  pattern  for  other  dioceses  in  Bra- 
zil and  Latin  America. 

In  September  1961  Miss  Feetham 
began  her  training  for  Brazil  at  the 
Grail  Institute  for  Overseas  Service  in 
Brooklyn.  At  the  same  time  Miss  Mac- 
lnnis began  her  training  with  the  Grail 
at  the  Toronto  centre  at  817  Bathurst 
Street.  In  February  Miss  Maclnnis,  to- 
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gether  with  the  trainees  from  the 
Grail's  overseas  centres  at  Brooklyn 
and  San  Jose,  California,  went  to 
Grailville,  the  Grail's  North  American 
headquarters  near  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 
They  had  an  intensive  10-week  prepa- 
ration in  Brazilian  culture,  the  Portu- 
gese language,  a  study  of  contempo- 


rary world  problems  and  community 
development. 

Under  a  three-year  contract,  these 
young  women  have  joined  their  Bra- 
zilian team-mates  for  further  orienta- 
tion at  the  Grail  centre  near  Sao  Paulo. 
The  teams  will  begin  work  in  Barra  do 
Pirai  in  September. 


This  Grail  team  left  on  April  25th  for  Brazil  to  work  in  the  diocese  of  Barra  do 
Pirai.  There  they  will  carry  on  social,  educational  and  medical  programmes. 
The  team  includes:  1st  row,  I.  to  r.,  Martha  Riley,  Saratoga  Springs,  N.Y.,  home 
economist;  Sharol  Davidson,  Faribault,  Minn.,  nurse;  Barbara  Byrne,  Virginia, 
Minn.,  nurse.  2nd  row,  I.  to  r.,  Jo  Ann  Major,  Walsenburg,  Colo.,  teacher; 
Janet  Lendle,  Eau  Clair,  Wis.,  nurse;  Zita  Steinmassl,  Palisade,  N.J.  and 
Zurich,  Switzerland,  secretary;  Marion  Feetham,  Halifax,  Nova  Scotia,  nurse; 
Sharon  Joslyn,  Hamden,  Conn.,  nurse;  Joan  Maclnnis,  Sydney,  Nova  Scotia, 
home  economist;  Elizabeth  Galligan,  Farmington,  N.  Mex.,  anthropology  stu- 
dent. Standing,  I.  to  r.,  Brasilina  Perrira,  instructor  in  Portugese;  Barbara  Wald, 
Grail  Vice-president  in  charge  of  Latin  American  placements. 

A  SILENT  SOUL  IS  A  FORTIFIED  TOWER 
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Dear  S\Sler. 

From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D. 


Thank  you  very  much  for  the  lessons.  I 
have  made  my  first  Communion  in  June  last 
year.  My  sister  has  not  received  her  First 
Communion  yet.  I  will  try  to  work  hard  at 
all  my  lessons.  Truly  yours, 

Michael 

I  am  sorry  I  didn't  do  my  work  Sister 
Gilmore.  I  will  do  my  work  the  next  time  I 
promised  I  will  Sister  Gilmore.  I  will  do  all 
my  work  in  a  day  if  I  can  Sister  Gilmore. 
please  do  not  take  me  off  the  list  I  will  try 
to  do  my  work  Sister  Gilmore  I  will  try 

Marilyn 

I  am  happy  to  send  you  this  letter  I  reed 
your  last  letter  you  send  us  it  is  a  beautiful 
letter  and  I  hope  you'l  like  this  letter  after 
all  I  want  to  tell  a  vers  to  you  on  Anderson 
Road  we  are  making  a  scrap  book  here  is 
the  vers 

When  alex  sawyer  came  on  this  road  he 
Brought  his  children  and  wife  alone  when 
he  came  there  was  forest  of  coruse  but  not 
enough  food  to  feed  the  horse 

I  hope  you  like  this  vers  and  I  hope  you 


can  rite  me  a  letter  oh  yes  about  those  caty 
cisem  I  want  one  but  I  lost  the  paper  that 
we  had  to  make  a  star  in  the  little  box  and 
I  hope  you  can  send  me  a  other  one  But  if 
you  cant  never  mind  I  an  sorry  that  I 
cant  rite  any  more  I  would  like  to  have 
more  caty  cisem. 

Alice 

I  would  like  to  ask  if  I  may  get  some 
catechism  lessons.  I  stopped  taking  them  a 
year  ago.  I  don't  know  if  my  last  catechism 
will  be  necessary  bit  I  send  it  anyway.  I 
hope  I  am  able  to  get  them.  My  brother  and 
sister  want  them  to  but  do  not  have  their 
last  catechism  lessons  Richard  is  11  and  in 
grade  six  Joann  is  a  14  and  is  in  grade  nine. 
Your  friend, 

Sharon 

I  have  read  over  the  letter  you  sent  us 
telling  us  about  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  and  how  they  work.  And  I  have 
been  thinking  of  being  a  Sister  for  a  long 
time,  I  am  9  years  old  now.  I  think  it  would 
be  very  nice.  I  would  like  to  be  a  Sister 
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which  teaches  children.  Some  of  my  Aunt's 
are  Sisters.  In  my  prayers  I  ask  God  what 
He  wants  me  to  be.  Would  you  pray  too 
for  me? 

I  am  very  glad  to  be  able  to  receive  les- 
sons from  you.  I  will  be  studying  extra  les- 
sons from  my  mother  for  my  Confirmation. 
Love 

Deena 

Here  I  am  writing  to  ask  you  for  some 
cathesim  lessons.  Please  send  some  to  me 
I'm  taking  Grade  seven  now  So  Please  send 
them  to  me.  I  had  moved  away  from  our 
old  home  and  was  worried  for  these  Les- 
sons. Also  I'm  fine.  Please  send  Grade  seven 
Lessons.  Thank  you. 

Rose 

Thank  you  very  much  for  the  lovely  mis- 
sal you  sent  me.  I  like  it  very  much.  I  am 
sending  you  $3.00  for  it.  The  Missal  is 
$2.75,  so  you  can  keep  the  change.  I  also 
thank  you  for  finding  the  answer  for  me 
for  the  question  that  I  couldn't  get.  I  will 
pray  for  you  too  that  you  helped  me.  Yours 
sincerely, 

Eileen 

We  are  very  sorry  that  we  didn't  send 
our  catechism  but  Jackie  is  in  the  hospital 
and  won't  be  out  for  a  little  while.  I  hope 
you  won't  mind  if  I  finish  it.  Thank  you. 
God  bless  you. 

Beverley 

Will  you  please  send  me  a  pray  book  like 
a  young  mans.  I  am  14  years  old.  Thanking 
you. 

Alvin 

I  am  sorry  about  not  answering  my  les- 
sons faithfully  week  to  week,  but  I  am  now 
willing  to  start  again  so  please  continue  my 
lessons. 

I  left  off  on  lesson  thirty-two  concerning 
"How  to  Make  a  Good  Confession"  in  the 
book,  "The  Sacraments."  Please  send  all  the 
lessons  that  I  have  missed  and  also  the 
books  that  I  will  need.  I  will  send  the 
money  for  them.  Please  send  all  the  lessons 
so  that  I  would  be  caught  up  with  the  other 
pupils  who  are  the  same  age  as  I,  and  who 
have  not  missed  a  lesson. 

I  will  work  faithfully  and  hard,  and  I 
will  from  now  on  try  to  keep  up  with  my 
lessons. 


Please  forward  the  books  and  lessons 
soon  so  that  I  could  start  my  studying  and 
work  promptly,  and  I  will  be  waiting  anx- 
iously because  due  to  my  fault  I  would  very 
much  like  to  catch  up  to  the  others  in  my 
class  or  the  class  I  should  be  in. 

Would  you  please  accept  my  thanks  in 
advance?  Yours  very  truly, 

Brenda 

Just  a  few  lines  to  thank  you  for  the 
help  you  have  given  me.  I  am  now  at  the 
postulate  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Holy  Cross. 
I  am  very  happy  and  I  find  I  should  thank 
you  for  what  you  have  done.  I  thought  I 
should  let  you  know  that  I  very  much  en- 
joyed answering  my  catechism  lessons  by 
mail.  My  sister  is  still  doing  them.  I  hope 
she  profits  by  them  as  much  as  I  did. 

Sister  J. 

I  know  how  hard  you  work  and  I'd  hate 
to  be  you.  So  here's  my  apprisiation.  I  hope 
you  like  it.  Your  pupil. 

Maxine 

Ed.  Note:  $1.00  enclosed  in  letter. 

I  want  to  thank  you  for  these  lessons.  I 
enjoy  them  and  if  I  don't  start  reading  a 
book  before  I  start  to  do  my  lessons  I  can 
get  them  done  pretty  quick;  but  I  sure  like 
reading  too. 

Kevin 

Just  a  few  lines  to  let  you  know  we  found 
Louis'  last  lesson.  Our  Grandma  is  very  old 
and  is  not  herself  any  more.  She  is  always 
hiding  things.  Luckily  the  boys  had  to  help 
her  find  something  she  wanted  and  they 
came  across  the  lessons  in  an  old  envelope. 
Now  we  keep  them  out  of  her  reach.  Sorry 
we  kept  you  waiting  and  hope  it  doesn't 
happen  again.  Thank  you  for  your  services. 
Sincerely 

Mrs.  A. 

I  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to 
thank  you  for  your  time  and  efforts  in  help- 
ing my  children  with  their  lessons.  I  think 
you  will  be  pleased  to  know  that  Shelley 
and  Carol  look  forward  to  doing  their  les- 
sons and  coloring  the  little  pictures.  May 
God  bless  you  for  the  wonderful  work  you 
are  doing  and  again,  may  I  express  my 
heartfelt  thanks. 

Mrs.  E. 
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Toronto:  Visitors  are  a  normal  part 
of  every  day  life  at  the  Mother  House 
and  we  number  among  our  visitors  Sis- 
ters from  many  different  Communities. 
Rarely,  however,  do  we  entertain  Sis- 
ters whose  apostolate  is,  like  our  own, 
the  Home  Missions.  We  had  this  privi- 
lege in  March  this  year.  Reverend 
Mother  Catherine,  the  Superior  Gener- 
al, and  Sister  Virginia,  the  Mistress  of 


Novices  of  the  Glenmary  Sisters  of 
Cincinnati,  Ohio,  spent  a  very  pleasant 
two  days  with  us.  The  Glenmary  Sis- 
ters were  founded  by  the  late  Father 
Howard  Bishop  who  also  founded  the 
Glenmary  Fathers  for  work  in  the  no- 
priest  counties  of  the  United  States. 
Our  picture  shows  Mother  Catherine, 
Sister  Quinn,  Assistant  General  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service,  and  Sister  Virginia. 


Montreal:  The  S.O.S.  Girls'  Resi- 
dence in  Montreal  makes  a  point  of 
observing  National  Citizenship  Week. 
With  so  many  of  the  residents  aspiring 
to  eventual  Canadian  citizenship,  such 
observance  is  solid  Catholic  Action  as 
well  as  solid  patriotism.  This  year,  the 
special  event  for  Citizenship  Week  was 
Canada  in  Song  and  Story,  a  musical 
presentation  by  the  S.O.S.A.  Glee 
Club.  With  a  narrator  to  fill  in  the  his- 
torical background,  period  costumes  to 
create  atmosphere  and  both  French 
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and  English  songs,  the  singers  and 
dancers  took  their  audience  through 
the  history  of  Canada.  The  Prelude 
was  devoted  to  Indian  and  Eskimo  cul- 
ture. Act  I  covered  the  period  from 
1534  to  1759;  Act  II,  1764-1837;  Act 
III,  1800-1890.  The  presentation  end- 
ed with  O  Canada,  preceded  by  the 
following  beautiful  and  significant  quo- 
tation from  Thomas  D'Arcy  McGee, 
one  of  the  Fathers  of  Confederation: 
"I  see  in  the  not  remote  distance,  one 
great  nationality,  bound,  like  the  Shield 
of  Achilles,  by  the  blue  rim  of  ocean, 
I  see  it  quartered  into  many  communi- 
ties each  dispensing  of  its  internal  af- 
fairs— but  all  bound  together  by  free 
institutions,  free  intercourse  and  free 
commerce:  I  see  within  the  round  of 
that  shield,  the  peaks  of  the  western 
mountains  and  the  crests  of  the  east- 
ern waves — the  winding  Assiniboine, 
the  five-fold  lakes,  the  St.  Lawrence, 
the  Ottawa,  the  Saguenay,  the  St.  John 
and  the  Basin  of  Minas — by  all  these 
flowing  waters,  in  all  the  valleys  they 
fertilize,  in  all  the  cities  they  visit  in 
their  courses,  I  see  a  generation  of  in- 
dustrious, contented,  moral  men,  free 
in  name  and  in  fact — ever  capable  of 
maintaining  in  peace  and  war,  a  consti- 
tution worthy  of  such  a  country." 


Lintlaw,  Saskatchewan:  During 
the  Religious  Vacation  School  in  Lint- 
law  last  summer,  a  class  was  organized 
by  Sister  Ingrouville,  from  the  S.O.S. 
mission  in  Regina,  for  the  purpose  of 
instructing  the  older  girls  in  methods 
of  teaching  catechism.  The  class  which 
met  from  5  to  6  p.m.,  was  based  on 
the  CCD.  Adaptive  Way.  The  stu- 
dents were  interested  and  attentive.  In 


the  past  year  the  lessons  learned  have 
been  put  to  good  use  in  assisting  the 
pastor  with  the  religious  instruction  of 
the  children  in  his  parish  and  missions. 


Vancouver:  S.O.S.  Girls'  Residences 
often  resemble  the  crossroads  of  the 
world.  Not  too  long  ago  this  was  de- 
monstrated when  an  interesting  wed- 
ding reception  was  held  at  the  Resi- 
dence here.  The  bride  was  Patricia 
Burnett  of  Keswick,  South  Australia. 
The  bridegroom,  Floyde  Vice  of  San 
Diego,  California,  is  in  the  American 
Navy.  Reverend  Father  Aloysius  Cra- 
ven, s.a.,  whose  headquarters  are  in 
Graymoor,  N.Y.,  officiated  at  the  cere- 
mony. Father  is  chaplain  of  the  Sailors' 
Club.  Bridesmaid  Betty  Treacy  hails 
from  London,  England  and  best  man, 
John  Macken,  from  Dublin,  Ireland. 
The  four  S.O.S.  were  all,  rather  disap- 
pointingly, Canadians,  but  the  fact  that 
two  are  Westerners  and  two  Eastern- 
ers helped  to  maintain  the  potpourri 
effect. 


DO  WE  GIVE  ACCORDING  TO  OUR  MEANS  OR  ACCORDING  TO  OUR  MEANNESS? 


JULY  1962 


PAGE  THIRTY-ONE 


KENNY 

(Continued  from  page  13) 

disagreement  in  the  home,  worry  and 
anxiety  on  the  part  of  the  disappointed 
Catholic  party  who  had  had  every  con- 
fidence that  this  marriage  would  be 
"different,"  and  a  strong  probability 
that  the  children  would  grow  up  de- 
prived of  their  Catholic  heritage. 

Bright  and  early  on  Monday  morn- 
ing, Grandpa,  Grandma,  Kenny  and  I 
left  the  house  together  to  attend  Holy 
Mass,  after  which  our  two  weeks  of  re- 
ligious vacation  school  would  com- 
mence. I  soon  became  the  teacher  as  I 
gathered  the  children  together  at  the 
front  of  the  church  to  pray  and  watch 
with  them.  Unlike  the  Apostles  I  did 
not  grow  weary  and  sleep;  I  was  wide 
awake  to  the  group  with  me,  all  lively 
youngsters  aged  6  to  14.  "I'll  have  my 
hands  full,"  I  thought  as  I  quickly  said 
a  prayer  to  their  Guardian  Angels  and 
mine  for  the  needed  assistance. 

Kenny  was  proud  of  the  fact  that  he 
knew  Sister  first.  Why,  I  was  staying 
at  his  Grandma's;  we  were  friends. 

The  first  week  soon  ran  into  the  sec- 
ond which  ended  with  First  Holy  Com- 
munion. Kenny  was  in  the  First  Com- 
munion group.  It  was  a  great  joy  to 
his  grandparents  and  to  me  to  see  him 
approach  the  altar  rail.  He  would  need 
his  Eucharistic  Lord  so  very  much  if 
he  were  to  persevere  in  the  Faith 
which  had  been  implanted  in  his  soul 
at  Baptism.  I  wondered  if  he  would 
persevere.  It  would  require  almost  a 
miracle  of  grace,  but  miracles  such  as 
these  do  occur  through  the  Goodness 
and  Mercy  of  God. 

There  were  several  evidences  during 
vacation  school  that  God  was  giving 
Kenny  many  graces.  One  day  I  was 
speaking  to  the  class  about  the  works 


and  the  deaths  of  the  Apostles.  A  few 
days  previously  we  had  a  picture  les- 
son on  the  death  of  Our  Lord  with 
Mary  and  St.  John  standing  at  the  foot 
of  the  Cross.  I  told  the  children  that 
St.  John  was  the  only  one  of  the 
Apostles  who  had  not  died  a  martyr's 
death;  he  had  been  cast  into  boiling  oil 
but  God  saved  his  life. 

"I  know  why,  Sister,"  called  out 
Kenny. 

I  was  surprised.  "Why,  Kenny?"  I 
asked. 

"Because  St.  John  had  to  look  after 
Mary."  What  a  beautiful,  childlike 
answer! 

Another  instance  occurred  at  Grand- 
ma's. Grandma  refused  permission  for 
Kenny  to  attend  a  movie.  Kenny  lost 
his  temper,  refused  his  supper  and  even 
threatened  to  return  home  walking  — 
which  he  would  not  nor  could  not  have 
done.  Much  to  our  surprised  relief,  he 
quietened  down  suddenly,  sheepishly 
came  out  of  the  corner  and  sat  down 
at  table.  Later  in  the  evening  I  told 
him  how  proud  we  were  of  him. 

"Do  you  know  why  I  quit,  Sister?" 

"No,  Kenny." 

"Well,  I  thought  of  the  prayer,  'All 
for  Jesus  through  Mary'  which  you 
taught  us  at  school  and  I  knew  Mary 
couldn't  give  Jesus  my  madness." 

The  final  instance  was  on  the  day  of 
Kenny's  First  Holy  Communion. 
Thanksgiving  was  over  but  Kenny  still 
seemed  to  be  praying.  He  whispered  to 
me,  "Sister,  I  haven't  finished  talking 
to  Jesus  yet." 

How  will  Kenny's  story  end?  We  do 
not  know.  God's  grace  will  not  be 
wanting,  but  human  nature  is  weak 
.  .  .  Surely  the  children  of  mixed  mar- 
riages should  plead  with  Holy  Mother 
Church:  "Catholics,  marry  your  own." 


MAKING  A  BIG  NOISE  DOESN'T  CONSTITUTE  A  SOUND  ARGUMENT 
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Time  Won't 

Stand 

Still! 
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The  Sisters  of  Service,  in  union  with  the  entire  Mystical 
Body  of  Christ,  offer  this  expression  of  their  filial  love 
and  loyalty  to  our  Holy  Father,  Pope  John  XXIII.  We 
promise  our  fervent  prayers  for  all  his  intentions  in  the 
coming  Oecumenical  Council.  We  pray  to  the  Holy 
Spirit,  the  Third  Person  of  the  Blessed  Trinity,  Who 
"over  the  bent  world  broods"  — 

"Please  divine st  light,  impart 
Unto  every  faithful  heart 
Plenteous  streams  from  love's  bright  flood." 


Memo 


from  the  editor's  desk 


Residential  Clubs 

At  first  we  called  them  hostels,  now  we  call  them  residential  clubs;  whatever 
the  name  they  are  residences  for  young  working  girls.  They  are  homes  —  not 
mere  boarding  houses  —  in  which  the  Sisters  dedicate  themselves  to  knowing 
their  girls,  to  gaining  their  confidence,  in  order  to  replace,  in  some  small  way, 
the  absent  parents.  This  is  the  first  and  most  obvious  function  of  a  residential 
club.  It  is  by  no  means  the  only  one. 

From  St.  John's,  Newfoundland  to  Vancouver,  British  Columbia,  the  clubs 
have  sidelines.  This  is  true  also  of  other  areas  of  the  SOS  apostolate  and  is 
explained  by  the  flexible  framework  within  which  we  operate.  This  issue  of 
The  Field  at  Home  features  some  of  the  sidelines  as  well  as  the  actual  work 
with  the  clubs'  residents. 

One  thirty-two  page  magazine  could  not  cover  the  amount  of  work  which  our 
Club  Sisters  manage  to  crowd,  almost  miraculously,  into  their  busy  lives.  We  can 
give  space  to  only  a  few  facets  of  their  work.  But  we  can  mention,  in  passing, 
some  of  the  activities  which  this  issue  does  not  touch.  Club  Sisters,  who  can  keep 
well  occupied  even  without  sidelines,  teach  catechism  to  Catholic  children  in 
public  schools;  they  instruct  converts;  they  visit  hospitals  and  homes  for  senior 
citizens;  they  spend  endless  hours  listening  to  and  unravelling  the  problems  of 
Canadians,  New  and  Old  (Club  Sisters  are  among  the  world's  best  listeners.) 
In  one  city  a  Club  Sister  coordinates  the  teaching  of  religion  to  Catholic  children 
who  are  deaf-mutes.  We  do  not  mention  the  Port  work  which  is  done  from  Clubs 
because  this  is  not  a  sideline  but  a  major  part  of  our  apostolate. 

We  have  sometimes  felt  that  our  vocation  as  Sisters  of  Service  is  simply  a 
vocation  in  which  one  accepts  interruptions.  This  is  particularly  true  of  the 
Sisters  in  our  Residential  Clubs.  It  would  be  useless  to  count,  because  nobody 
would  believe,  the  innumerable  number  of  visits  and  phone  calls,  for  equally 
unbelievable  reasons,  which  are  directed  to  the  Clubs.  Often  the  calls  and  visits 
are  made  simply  because  of  our  name  —  Sisters  of  Service. 


don't  be  worried  if  you  find  clouds  about  you; 
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We  have  come  to  serve  and  if  our  service,  at  times,  is  through  endless  inter- 
ruptions of  the  daily  routine,  we  are  but  following  in  the  footsteps  of  Him  Who 
had  to  steal  away  at  night  to  be  apart  and  rest  a  while.  Mother  Janet  Erskine 
Stuart  writes:  "Gross  forms  of  selfishness  being  disposed  of,  I  must  have  no  fads, 
no  moods,  no  claims.  I  must  never  be  bored,  never  be  offended,  never  be  busy. 
To  be  busy  is  to  be  engaged  in  an  occupation  which  makes  it  inconvenient  to  be 
disturbed." 

With  such  criteria  as  norms  we  can  safely  assert  that  our  Club  Sisters  are 
most  wonderfully  unselfish.  It  is  our  privilege,  in  this  issue,  to  salute  them. 

Lorraine  Kenny 

With  horror-stricken  hearts  we  knelt  at  Mass  a  week  ago  and  prayed  for  the 
young  girl  who  had  met  so  tragic  a  death  a  few  hours  previously  in  our  Montreal 
house.  Lorraine  Kenny  —  none  of  us  at  the  Mother  House  had  ever  heard  of 
her.  Was  she  ready  to  meet  God?  This  burning  question  nagged  at  the  back  of 
most  minds. 

Little  by  little  news  came  in.  Lorraine's  former  co-workers  in  Toronto  had 
warm  words  of  affection  and  praise  for  her.  Father  Frank  Stone,  c.s.p.,  director 
of  the  Toronto  Catholic  Information  Centre,  said  "She  was  a  fine  girl.  She 
worked  as  a  volunteer  at  our  desk  here  in  the  centre."  Father  Maclsaac  of  Our 
Lady  of  Lourdes  parish  knew  her  as  an  exemplary  type  of  young  Catholic 
womanhood.  Sister  Fitzmaurice,  Superior  of  our  Montreal  mission,  said,  "She 
was  such  a  good  girl;  there  is  no  need  to  worry  about  her." 

And  her  truly  Christian  mother!  When  told  the  terrible  news  over  the  tele- 
phone one  of  her  first  questions  was,  "Did  anyone  else  get  hurt?" 

God  writes  straight  with  crooked  lines.  Because  of  Lorraine  Kenny's  good 
Christian  upbringing,  because  her  daily  life  was  a  daily  preparation  for  death, 
God  may  have  used  her  as  His  instrument  in  the  salvation  of  other  souls.  We 
are  confident  that  the  lives  of  everyone  in  the  Montreal  Club  will  be  affected 
for  good  by  the  tragedy.  For  Lorraine  herself  we  should  feel  only  gladness, 
tinged  a  little,  perhaps,  with  envy. 

To  Lorraine's  mother  and  to  the  other  members  of  her  family  the  Sisters  of 
Service  offer  their  sincere  sympathy  in  this  great  sorrow.  It  is  a  sorrow  which 
we  share  with  them  in  a  deep  and  personal  way. 

★  * 

Remember,  no  matter  what  the  job  may  be,  that  the  man  who  uses  his  hands 
is  a  workman.  A  man  who  uses  his  head  is  a  craftsman.  But  a  man  who  uses  his 
hands,  his  head  and  his  heart,  is  a  true  artist. 

THEY  ARE  BOUND  TO  COME  IF  YOU  ARE  CI  IMBING  HIGHER 
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The  Bouquet 
of  Flowers 


Sister  B.  Anstett 


Molly  arrived  one  month  late  —  with 
no  luggage. 

Arrangements  for  her  stay  at  our 
Edmonton  Club  had  been  made  by  a 
social-worker.  Though  only  slightly 
over  sixteen  Molly  had  run  away  from 
home  and  had  been  picked  up  in  the 
early  hours  of  one  morning  with  no 
place  to  go.  Learning  that  she  was  be- 
ing placed  with  sisters,  she  hitch-hiked 
to  Calgary.  But  work  and  Molly  were 
enemies  so  after  a  month  in  the  south- 
ern city  she  arrived  in  Edmonton, 
swaggered  up  the  front  steps  with  all 
the  bravado  of  a  teen-age  tough  and 
demanded  of  the  girl  who  answered 
the  door,  "Can  you  smoke  in  this 
joint?" 

Molly  was  surprised  that  we  had  no 
room  for  her  but  would  accommodate 
her  on  a  day-bed  in  the  smoking  room. 
She  was  further  surprised  to  learn  that 
she  could  smoke.  Since  she  arrived 
without  her  luggage,  which  had  been 
kept  in  lieu  of  payment  by  her  land- 
lady in  Calgary,  she  was  given  suffi- 
cient money  to  pay  her  bill  and  get  her 
clothing.  We  told  her  the  rules  of  the 
house  and  we  prayed  that  this  wild  and 


lovely  girl  would  settle  down  into  a 
happy  member  of  our  family. 

Molly  disliked  rules  as  much  as  she 
disliked  work.  She  disobeyed  all  of 
them.  She  annoyed  the  girls  and  she 
could  not  hold  a  job.  In  spite  of  all 
this  we  loved  her.  She  was  honest, 
charming,  enjoyed  life  and  never  spoke 
unkindly  about  anyone. 

Time  went  on  but  wrought  no 
change  in  Molly.  We  had  reached  an 
impasse.  The  youngster  still  resented 
being  with  sisters,  having  to  be  home 
by  a  definite  time  at  night  and  being 
reminded  constantly  that  she  must  try 
to  get  and  to  hold  work.  We  had  fre- 
quent unpleasant  incidences  and  the 
question,  "What  shall  we  do  with 
Molly?"  constantly  recurred.  We  did 
not  want  to  ask  her  to  leave,  she  need- 
ed us  too  badly,  even  though  she 
showed  her  built-up,  chip-on-the- 
shoulder  resentment  in  many  little 
ways.  She  made  great  efforts  to  hide 
the  real  Molly  behind  what  she  thought 
was  a  sophisticated  front. 

Finally  and  fortunately  she  went  to 
the  hospital  for  minor  surgery.  We 
visited  her  in  the  hospital  and  the  girls 


PAGE  FOUR 


YOU  MAY  BE  GOLD  BUT  YOU  MUST  BE  STAMPED  WITH 

THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


The  flowers  won  the  day  with  and  for  Molly 


sent  flowers.  The  flowers  won  the  day 
with  and  for  Molly. 

A  day  before  she  was  expected, 
Molly  came  quickly  up  the  steps,  threw 
the  door  open  and  called,  exultantly, 
"I'm  home,  I'm  home."  There  she 
stood,  radiantly  happy  with  the  more- 
than-half  wilted  bouquet  from  the  girls 
in  her  arms. 

Molly  was  a  new  person  after  that. 
She  had  been  thrilled  to  discover  that 
we  really  did  love  her  and  that  the 
girls  thought  enough  of  her  to  send 
flowers.  From  then  on  she  would  hear 
no  word  of  criticism  about  the  house, 
the  sisters  or  the  girls.  She  tried  and 


succeeded  in  keeping  a  job.  She 
brought  Chris,  her  boy  friend,  to  the 
house;  Chris  became  part  of  the  house. 
Eventually  both  of  them  returned  to 
the  Sacraments.  Molly  and  Chris  are 
married  now  and  very  happily  praying 
for  a  family. 

Not  every  problem  girl  arriving  at 
an  SOS  Club  turns  out  as  successfully 
as  Molly.  Very  often  we  do  not  see 
such  tangible  results.  But  I  never  for- 
get Father  Daly's  words  to  us  when  I 
was  a  novice:  "In  the  work  of  the  hos- 
tels you  cannot  see  the  good  you  ac- 
complish because  you  cannot  see  the 
bad  that  has  been  avoided." 


THE  CROSS  TO  PASS  AS  CURRENT  COIN  FOR  HEAVEN 
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Pipe  -  dream 
Come  True 


Kay  Cronin 


If  ever  an  organization  was  founded 
on  a  wing  and  a  prayer,  it  was  the 
Catholic  Indian  Study  and  Leadership 
Club  of  Vancouver. 

Eighteen  months  ago  the  club  was 
no  more  than  an  impossible  pipe- 
dream.  Today,  it  is  a  well-established 
organization,  growing  by  leaps  and 
bounds,  and  achieving  far  more  than 
ever  was  hoped  for  it  during  its  pipe- 
dream  stages.  And  it  is  thanks  in 
large  measure  to  the  good  Sisters  of 
Service  that  our  impossible  pipe-dream 
came  true. 

It  happened  this  way. 

Early  in  1961  we  conceived  the  idea 
of  a  club  to  cater  to  the  needs  of 
Catholic  Indian  students  who  were  liv- 
ing in  Vancouver  and  taking  higher 
education  at  the  city's  various  insti- 
tutes of  learning.  With  the  rapid  pro- 
gress in  Indian  education  over  the  past 
few  years,  more  and  more  students 
were  graduating  from  high  school  and 
pursuing  their  studies  even  further.  For 
the  first  time  in  B.C.  history,  Indian 
students  were  entering  University,  tak- 
ing registered  and  practical  nurses 
training,  and  attending  a  number  of 
other  courses  available  to  them  at  Van- 
couver's Vocational  Institute. 

A  big  city  like  Vancouver  can  be  a 
lonely,  cruel  place  for  any  stranger, 


but  never  more  than  it  was  for  these 
Indian  students.  They  were  painfully 
shy,  near  penniless,  all  but  inarticu- 
late among  strangers,  and  highly  sensi- 
tive to  discrimination  against  them. 

What  they  needed,  we  felt,  was  to 
be  brought  together  in  a  group  —  not 
only  for  companionship,  but  to  study 
their  problems  and  find  ways  and 
means  of  combatting  them.  They  need- 
ed to  overcome  their  shyness,  their 
fear  to  speak  up;  to  develop  confi- 
dence in  their  ability  to  succeed.  They 
needed  to  learn  to  live  with  discrimina- 
tion and  to  realise  that  they  themselves 
were  the  ones  who  could  dispel  it  by 
developing  a  better  understanding  be- 
tween the  white  and  Indian  people. 

So  the  dream  of  a  Club  took  shape. 
Together  we'd  hash  out  all  these  prob- 
lems and  see  what  could  be  done  about 
them;  we'd  study  the  Indian  Act;  we'd 
give  the  students  leadership  and  public 
speaking  training  and  anything  else 
they  needed  to  help  them  persevere. 

Such  a  program  as  was  envisioned 
called  for  a  lot  of  courage  and  coop- 
eration from  the  students,  but  we  knew 
this  would  be  readily  forthcoming  once 
the  Club  was  organized.  We  also  knew 
we  would  receive  all  kinds  of  help 
from  the  Oblate  Fathers  and  others  in- 
terested in  the  welfare  of  the  Indian 


LIFE  IS  a  grindstone:  whether  it  grinds  a  man  down 
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Sister  Gallagher  welcomes  an  Indian  girl  to  the  Vancouver  Club 


people.  But  the  one  big  problem  which 
held  our  dream  back  from  becoming  a 
reality  was  the  all-important  question: 
Where  on  earth  would  we  hold  the 
meetings? 

Fortunately  our  biggest  backer- 
upper  during  this  frustrating  pipe- 
dreaming  stage  was  Bishop  Fergus 
O'Grady,  o.m.l,  of  Prince  Rupert, 
whose  love  for  the  Indian  people 
knows  no  bounds.  "Go  ahead  and 
start  your  Club"  he  advised  us  "and 
leave  the  meeting  place  in  the  hands 
of  Almighty  God.  He'll  see  you  get 
somewhere  to  meet." 

So  we  took  the  Bishop's  advice  and 
on  February  23,  1961,  called  in  six 


Indian  students  to  discuss  the  proposi- 
tion, During  our  discussion  we  decided 
to  go  ahead  and  form  the  Catholic  In- 
dian Study  and  Leadership  Club  "in 
order  that  young  Catholic  Indians 
might  acquire  a  better  understanding 
of  their  rights,  privileges  and  responsi- 
bilities as  Indian  citizens  of  Canada." 
We  chose  as  our  club  motto  the  words 
of  St.  Thomas  Aquinas,  "Nothing  is 
clarified  except  at  the  point  of  dis- 
cussion," And  we  also,  somewhat 
brashly,  decided  to  call  our  first  meet- 
ing, place  unknown,  on  the  feast  of 
this  great  saint,  March  7,  just  two 
weeks  hence. 


OR  POLISHES  HIM  UP  DEPENDS  ON  THE  STUFF  HE'S  MADE  OF 
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Bishop  O'Grady  attended  these  dis- 
cussions and  it  was  he  who  led  us  in 
the  closing  fervent  prayer  that  between 
then  and  March  7th  we'd  find  some- 
place to  meet.  In  print  it  sounds  like  a 
crazy  proposition.  But  in  practice  it 
wasn't,  for  anyone  who  knows  any- 
thing about  Bishop  O'Grady  also 
knows  that  he  regularly  asks  for,  and 
succeeds  in  obtaining,  the  impossible 
for  his  beloved  Indian  people.  "If  Al- 
mighty God  wants  you  to  start  this 
Club,  it's  up  to  Him  to  find  you  a  place 
to  meet,"  the  Bishop  assured  us.  So  we 
took  his  word  for  it.  And  as  simply  as 
he  said  it,  so  it  came  about. 

Within  two  days  of  our  preliminary 
discussions  we  received  a  call  from 
Sister  Deland,  then  Superior  at  the 
SOS  Residence  in  Vancouver.  "I  hear 
you're  looking  for  a  place  to  hold 
meetings  with  your  Indian  youngsters," 
she  said.  "Well,  you'd  be  most  welcome 
to  come  here." 

It  was  just  like  having  someone 
phone  to  say  you'd  won  the  Irish 
sweepstakes. 

In  no  time  flat,  arrangements  were 
made  for  us  to  "take  over"  the  SOS 
every  other  Tuesday  night  for  our 
meetings.  This  was  done  at  no  little 
sacrifice  from  the  Sisters  who  are  des- 
perately short  of  space  themselves. 
Furthermore  the  full  facilities  of  the 
Residence  were  put  at  our  disposal  so 
that  we  were  able  to  serve  coffee  and 


refreshments  after  each  meeting.  "Just 
make  yourselves  right  at  home,"  said 
the  good  Sisters.  And  that's  what  we've 
been  doing  every  other  Tuesday  night 
ever  since. 

The  initial  membership  of  six  stu- 
dents has  now  mushroomed  to  around 
forty.  The  SOS  has  become  a  "home 
away  from  home"  for  the  club  mem- 
bers. And  the  Sisters  themselves  have 
won  a  warm  place  in  the  heart  of  every 
Indian  student  in  the  organization. 

Throughout  the  winter  months  we 
branched  out  with  a  basketball  club 
for  the  group.  A  generous  priest-prin- 
cipal let  us  have  his  school  gymnasium 
and  all  equipment  free  of  charge  every 
Monday  night.  And  whenever  we  had 
a  basketball  match,  who  was  in  the 
front  row  of  the  bleachers  cheering 
loudest  and  longest  for  the  Indian 
teams?  The  Sisters  of  Service!  "Not 
root  for  those  Indian  youngsters?  Why, 
we  wouldn't  miss  it  for  the  world!" 
declares  Sister  Gallagher,  now  Superior 
at  the  SOS  Residence,  and  a  hundred 
per  cent  supporter  of  every  phase  of 
our  activities. 

"Boy,  those  Sisters  are  sure  kind  to 
us,"  say  the  Indian  youngsters. 

They  sure  are.  In  fact,  if  it  wasn't 
for  their  kindness  and  generosity  the 
now-thriving  Catholic  Indian  Study 
and  Leadership  Club  of  Vancouver 
wouldn't  even  exist. 


SO  QUAINT 

Since  rose  is  spelled  rows  is  spelled  roes, 
Just  as  nose  is  spelled  knows  is  spelled  noes, 
And  two  is  spelled  too,  also  to, 
I  think  spelling  is  dumb  —  dew  knot  yew? 

DEPRESSION  OR  NO  DEPRESSION  GOD  GIVES  THE  LITTLE  BIRD  A  NEW  SUIT  EVERY  YEAR 
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A  Field 
for  Love 


Sister  E.  Zink 


The  clock  had  just  struck  eleven  and 
by  some  miracle  the  last  girl  out  had 
just  come  in.  The  house  was  ready  to 
be  put  in  wraps  for  the  night  with  no 
regrets  from  Sister  Muldoon,  who  was 
on  duty.  Then  the  telephone  rang. 

"Sister,  could  I  speak  to  Sister  Mul- 
doon, please?" 

"Sister  Muldoon  speaking,"  she  re- 
plied. 

"This  is  one  of  the  interns  from  the 
Infirmary,  Sister.  Miss  M.  has  had  a 
fall  and  is  seriously  injured.  I  am  call- 
ing from  a  house  close  to  her  home. 
We  have  the  ambulance  here  and  have 
been  trying  for  half  an  hour  to  get  her 
onto  the  stretcher.  She  won't  budge 
unless  you're  here,  says  she  doesn't 
trust  any  of  us,  as  a  matter  of  fact  she 
says  a  good  deal  more  which  I'll  not 
repeat."  There  was  a  laugh  in  his  plea- 
sant voice  as  he  stopped  speaking. 

"I'll  check  with  Sister  Superior  and 
get  there  almost  immediately  in  a 
taxi,"  Sister  said  and  hung  up. 

At  that  moment  one  of  the  girls 
came  downstairs  for  a  chocolate  bar  so 
Sister,  never  one  to  miss  a  good  oppor- 
tunity, nabbed  her. 

"How  would  you  like  to  do  an  act 


of  charity,  Eileen  —  since  you're  still 
up  and  dressed?" 

"Sure,  Sister,  what  is  it?" 

"I  have  to  go  to  street  to  per- 
suade a  very  old  lady  that  she  must  go 
to  the  hospital.  Will  you  come  with 
me,  please?  Just  call  a  cab,  like  a  good 
girl,  while  I  talk  to  Sister  Superior." 

An  hour  and  a  half  later  a  weary 
Sister  and  her  equally  weary  compan- 
ion arrived  back  at  5206  Tobin  Street 
in  Halifax.  They  were  tired  but  the 
light  of  victory  was  in  their  eyes.  The 
poor  old  lady  was  comfortably  settled 
in  hospital  and  Eileen  felt  that  she, 
too,  had  had  a  hand  in  geting  her  there. 

Incidents  like  these  are  not  uncom- 
mon in  the  life  of  Sister  Muldoon  who 
for  some  years  has  done  home  visiting 
for  the  Saint  Vincent  de  Paul  Society 
in  Halifax  and  has  been  in  charge  of 
the  Vincentian  Shop  since  it  opened  in 
June  1961.  Ostensibly,  Sister  Muldoon 
is  on  the  staff  of  the  S.O.S.  Residence 
but  most  of  her  time  is  given  to  this 
work  of  true  charity  which,  though 
taxing,  is  very  rewarding. 

"Well,  I  must  be  off  to  do  my  old 
lady's  shopping,"  Sister  will  say  as  she 
gathers  up  hat,  cape  and  gloves.  "To- 
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day  she  wants  a  small  boiling  chicken 
and  she'll  scold  me  no  matter  what  kind 
of  a  bird  I  bring.  But  the  poor  old  soul 
won't  let  anyone  else  do  her  shopping." 
Sister  laughs  affectionately  as  she  talks 
because  she  does  have  a  real  affection 
for  God's  poor  and  limitless  patience 
with  those  older  folk  who  strive  des- 
perately to  hide  their  loneliness  and 
fear  and  insecurity  behind  an  outward 
show  of  extreme  testiness. 

The  Vincentian  Shop  has  the  two- 
fold purpose  of  giving  clothing  and 
footwear  to  persons  of  limited  income 
and  of  providing  the  same  at  a  very 
low  price  to  persons  in  the  lower  in- 
come bracket.  That  the  shop  is  filling 
a  need  is  proven  by  the  17,113  pieces 
of  clothing  which  were  distributed  in 
the  first  six  months  of  operation.  And 
clothing  is  important,  not  just  as  a 
covering  for  the  body  but  as  a  booster 
of  morale.  Sister  Muldoon  tells  a  story 
which  exemplifies  the  morale  boosting 
qualities  of  clothing, 

"Miss  W.,  ninety-four  years  old, 
lives  alone  in  one  room  on  the  third 
floor  of  a  rooming  house.  Bed,  kitchen 
facilities,  such  as  they  are,  and  coal 
bin  are  all  included  in  the  one  room. 
Although  quite  crippled  with  arthritis, 
Miss  W.  keeps  cheerful  and  continues 
to  pray  that  she  soon  will  be  better. 

"One  day  I  found  her  'baking'  ban- 
nock in  a  frying  pan.  She  continued 
her  cooking  while  she  told  me  of  the 
beautiful  wagon  (car)  that  called  to 
take  her  to  the  Senior  Citizens'  Club. 
I  asked  what  they  did  at  the  Club. 

"  'What  do  we  do  there?  Dance, 
play  games  and  eat.  The  eats  are  good 
and  lots  of.' 

"Miss  W.'s  preparations  for  the  par- 
ties are  quite  elaborate.  She  washes  her 


hair  and  curls  it  with  'paper.'  While 
getting  her  best  dress  ready  she  told 
me  that  she  would  soon  need  another 
one  (from  the  Vincentian  Shop),  be- 
cause she  had  worn  this  one  to  three 
parties  already. 

"Before  leaving  I  checked  her  food, 
coal,  wood,  et  cetera  to  see  how  much 
was  on  hand.  The  Saint  Vincent  de 
Paul  Society  helps  to  supply  some  of 
these  commodities.  I  left  with  a  part- 
ing reminder  from  herself,  'Don't  for- 
get the  Holy  Water  the  next  time  you 
come'." 

The  words  of  our  present  Holy 
Father,  Pope  John  XXIII,  in  his  great 
Encyclical,  Mater  et  Magistra,  can  be 
applied  to  this  work  in  Halifax  which 
is  done  in  cooperation  with  the  Saint 
Vincent  de  Paul  Society:  "...  Tragic 
situations  and  urgent  problems  of  an 
intimate  and  personal  nature  are  con- 
tinually arising  which  the  State  with  all 
its  machinery  is  unable  to  remedy  or 
assist.  There  will  always  remain,  there- 
fore, a  vast  field  for  the  exercise  of  hu- 
man sympathy  and  the  Christian  char- 
ity of  individuals.  We  would  observe 
.  .  .  that  the  efforts  of  individuals,  or 
of  groups  of  private  citizens,  are  defi- 
nitely more  effective  in  promoting 
spiritual  values  than  is  the  activity  of 
public  authority." 

The  Sisters  of  Service  are  proud  and 
happy  to  be  associated  with  the  Saint 
Vincent  de  Paul  Society  in  a  work 
which  is  very  dear  to  the  heart  of 
Christ.  It  is  a  privilege  to  be  the  instru- 
ment of  His  charity  whether  it  is 
through  aid  to  a  family  with  a  low  in- 
come, aid  in  getting  a  ninety-four- 
year-young  lady  to  a  party  or  the 
equally  important  aid  which  is  given 
by  the  listening  ear  and  the  compas- 
sionate heart. 


egotism:  that  certain  something  that  enables 
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On  Building 
a  House 


Sister  A.  Sheehan 


Building  a  house  is  a  challenging  ex- 
perience, involving  the  expenditure  of 
time,  energy  and  —  money.  The 
would-be  owner  enters  into  a  hitherto 
unknown  world  of  architects,  engineers 
—  plumbing,  electrical,  mechanical  — 
draftsmen  and  contractors,  both  gen- 
eral and  subordinate.  When  the  adven- 
turer into  the  realm  of  building  is  a 
woman,  advised  by  men,  but  ultimate- 
ly responsible  for  decisions,  the  opera- 
tion assumes  terrifying  proportions. 

First,  in  order  of  time,  comes  the 
architect  for  discussions  on  the  func- 
tion of  the  building,  the  style  desired, 
the  materials  to  be  used  and  the  money 
available.  Next,  enter  the  draftsmen. 
Pages  and  pages  of  hieroglyphic  draw- 
ings are  presented  for  consideration 
and  approval. 

With  grim  determination  Sister- 
builder  checks  for  errors  or  omissions 
in  the  plans.  "Hmmm,  the  varied  strata 
of  earth  to  a  depth  of  forty  feet;  that 
is  understandable.  What  are  those  queer 
attachments  to  the  beams  though, 
they  look  like  cradle-type  telephones, 
but  surely  not  underground.  See  Dia- 
gram A,  page  4.  Too  obscure!  It  will 
have  to  await  an  explanation.  The 

A  MAN  IN  A  RUT  TO  THINK  HE'S  IN  THE  GROOVE 


draftsman  must  think  it  is  necessary 
or  he  would  not  include  it.  Now,  that 
strange  drawing  —  oh!  it's  the  front 
view  minus  the  wall.  Yes,  there  is  the 
stairway  (at  least  I  know  what  that  is), 
the  office,  the  living  room,  it  seems  to 
be  what  we  wanted. 

"It's  getting  late,  better  hurry  on  to 
the  dining-room-kitchen  section.  That 
looks  small,  let's  see — one-eighth  inch 
to  the  foot  is  the  scale  on  this.  Yes,  it 
works  out  right.  It  looks  so  strange  on 
paper.  Next  those  bedrooms,  will  they 
really  be  large  enough?  The  walls  are 
thicker  than  I  expected,  they  take  up  a 
lot  of  room  on  the  total  length.  Where's 
that  one-eighth  scale  again?  Yes,  they 
are  the  size  requested." 

Her  male  advisers,  being  of  the 
opinion  that  women  simply  cannot 
make  up  their  minds,  have  solemnly 
warned  Sister-builder  against  the  pit- 
falls of  "Change  Orders,"  a  mysterious 
term  which  means  literally  changing 
one's  mind  and  plans  after  the  actual 
building  has  begun.  Dire  threats  of  ris- 
ing costs  ring  in  her  ears  as  she  labours 
long  and  late  at  her  task. 

The  drawings  completed,  the  pro- 
cess of  "Letting  for  Tender"  begins. 
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The  house  materializes  —  a  new  residence  welcomes  girls  from  many  lands 


This  is,  however,  no  period  of  idle 
waiting.  Oh,  no!  Sister-builder  has  in 
hand  a  new  bible,  the  "Book  of  Speci- 
fications," irreverently  referred  to  by 
tradesmen  as  "the  specs."  "The  specs" 
has  ninety-one  pages  over  all  of  which 
she  pores  with  rapt  attention.  (Page  8, 
Section  11,  "Under  all  concrete  slabs 
the  contractor  shall  place  .  .  .  gravel 
.  .  .  "  Page  30,  Section  10,  "Sill  and 
apron  sections  to  be  .  .  .  milled  to  pro- 
file shown.")  Soon  she  is  able  to 
quote  chapter  and  verse. 

Tenders  are  finally  opened,  the  con- 
tract awarded  and  Sister-builder  enters 
into  a  working  relationship  with  the 
general  contractor,  although  she  feels 
that  she  is  doing  about  90%  of  the 
work. 


Eagerly  Sister-builder  watches  each 
stage  of  development:  excavation, 
shoring-up,  pouring  cement.  She  ago- 
nizes over  the  delays  caused  by  Con- 
struction Holiday  Week,  seven  glori- 
ously sunny  days,  and  the  rain- 
enforced  idleness  of  the  ensuing  weeks. 

As  the  weeks  pass  into  months,  the 
vigil  is  slowly  relaxed,  as  the  house, 
for  which  Sister-builder  and  her  Com- 
munity had  hoped  and  dreamed,  slow- 
ly materializes.  Fondly  she  walks 
through  corridors  and  rooms  that  so 
recently  were  but  cryptic  lines  on 
paper. 

This  personal  involvement,  this 
struggle  to  transform  ideas  into  brick 
and  stone,  this,  then,  is  what  it  means 
to  build  a  house. 


OFTEN  A  DASH  OF  JUDGMENT  IS  BETTER  THAN  A  FLASH  OF  GENIUS 
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At  Headquarters 


The  Editor 


In  January  1934  the  Children's  Page 
of  The  Field  at  Home  carried  the 
following  item: 

"We  would  like  to  make  special 
mention  of  little  Anthony  Kelly  of  To- 
ronto, who  earned  the  dimes  for  his 
'dime-saver'  by  selling  newspapers  af- 
ter school.  This  shows  a  commendable 
spirit  of  self-denial,  for  we  are  sure 
Anthony  loves  play  as  much  as  anyone 
else.  Who  knows?  Perhaps  the  Little 
Flower  will  some  day  reward  Anthony 
by  obtaining  for  him  the  grace  to  be 
a  Big  Missionary." 

On  August  6,  1962  Reverend  Fath- 
er Anthony  Kelly,  c.s.b.,  arrived  at  our 
Novitiate  to  begin  the  annual  August 
retreat.  The  Little  Flower,  to  whom 
Father  Kelly  is  devoted,  had  obtained 
the  grace  of  a  priestly  and  religious 
vocation  for  "little  Anthony."  That  the 
grace  had  met  with  generous  response 
we,  the  retreatants,  were  privileged  to 
learn.  The  depth  of  Father  Kelly's 
spirituality  and  sincerity  was  an  inspi- 
ration and  a  challenge  to  all  of  us. 

Toward  the  end  of  the  retreat  Fath- 
er Kelly  told  us  about  the  dime-saver. 
One  remark  really  tickled  us.  "Once 


Father  Anthony  Kelly,  C.S.B. 


we  met  the  Sisters,"  said  Father,  "they 
immediately  sent  us  a  dime-saver." 

It  seemed  very  fitting  that  one  whose 
little  sacrifices  had  helped  the  Institute 
in  its  early  years  should  preach  the  re- 
treat which  preceded  its  fortieth  birth- 
day. 


IF  THOU  ART  A  MASTER,  BE  SOMETIMES  BLIND:  IF  A  SERVANT,  SOMETIMES  DEAF 
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Congratulations  to  Silver  Jubilarians 


Finally  Professed 


New  Novices 


SISTER   DIANE  GREENAWAY  SISTER  LOUISE  ANTONINI  SISTER  MARY  BRUNNING 
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Studio  Forty 


Sister  Louise  Antonini 


The  shrill  voices  of  playing  children, 
the  roaring  of  buses,  the  honking  of 
horns  —  all  the  noises  of  a  big  city 
may  be  quite  unnoticed  by  busy  people 
in  office  buildings  or  even  in  private 
homes.  The  ringing  of  a  telephone,  the 
striking  of  a  clock,  the  squeaking  of  a 
floor,  can  become  so  familiar  to  us 
that  we  are  not  the  least  disturbed  by 
them.  But  try  to  get  rid  of  these  sounds 
by  means  other  than  actual  sound- 
proofing and  they  become  as  the  roar- 
ing of  lions. 

It  was  our  task  to  eliminate  noise 
when  we  decided  to  record  a  program 
for  the  happy  occasion  of  our  Fortieth 
Anniversary.  Anyone  who  is  at  all  fa- 
miliar with  a  tape  recorder  knows  that 
it  tends  to  exaggerate  unwanted 
sounds  which  it  readily  picks  up.  Our 
decision  to  put  the  program  on  tape 
therefore  involved  the  problem  of  pro- 
tecting the  over-sensitive  microphone 
from  such  outside  interference.  "Studio 
Forty"  was  the  solution  to  our  prob- 
lem. 

We  chose  the  Community  Room  in 
which  to  set  up  our  studio  because  it 
contains  a  piano  which  was  necessary 


for  our  work.  Everything  else  in  the 
room  was  of  little  or  no  advantage. 
Three  large  windows  make  up  one 
whole  wall  and  face  out  onto  a  street 
which  is  popular  with  the  children  of 
the  neighbourhood  and  is  on  a  regular 
city  bus  route.  Outside  sounds  could, 
of  course,  be  lessened  somewhat  by 
closing  the  three  windows  which  are, 
however,  the  main  source  of  ventila- 
tion to  the  room. 

There  were  inside  disturbances  to 
contend  with  as  well.  The  Community 
Room  is  situated  conveniently  near  to 
the  telephone  and  not  far  from  the 
clock  which  chimes  every  quarter  hour 
without  fail.  To  top  it  all  off  the  floor 
has  its  own  peculiar  squeaks.  It  was 
our  job  to  eliminate  as  many  of  these 
sounds  as  possible  in  "Studio  Forty." 

Even  with  closed  windows  and 
drawn  drapes  outside  noises  reached 
our  ears  and,  therefore,  the  micro- 
phone. By  using  quantities  of  rope  and 
material  we  managed  to  line  the  whole 
room  with  a  layer  of  curtains  which 
helped  to  absorb  these  unwanted 
sounds.  As  an  extra  precaution  we 
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We  called  the  cardboard  boxes 
"dummies" 


wrapped  the  microphone  in  a  towel 
with  a  small  opening  in  the  front.  We 
also  placed  it  in  a  fixed  position  since 
the  slightest  change  would  be  quickly 
recorded.  There  had  to  be  a  certain 
amount  of  walking  during  the  record- 
ing so  we  brought  a  large  rug  from 
another  part  of  the  house  to  muffle  the 
squeak  in  the  floor.  For  the  hour  spent 
in  actual  recording  the  phone  receiver 
was  removed  from  the  hook  and  the 
hall  clock  stopped. 

Then  we  discovered  that  the  rustling 
of  the  papers  used  for  singing  and 
choral  speech  could  be  heard.  For 
singing  we  reduced  the  number  of  cop- 
ies to  the  bare  minimum  and  looked 
over  someone's  shoulder  for  the  words. 
The  choral  speech  parts  were  so  few 


and  short  that  they  were  printed  in 
large  letters  on  cardboard  boxes  — 
these  we  called  "dummies."  When 
placed  high  enough  they  could  be  read 
from  almost  any  spot  in  the  room.  A 
chair  atop  a  desk  served  the  purpose 
very  well. 

With  all  the  chairs  out  of  the  room 
(to  remove  temptation  as  well  as  pos- 
sible noise)  we  were  ready  for  busi- 
ness in  Studio  Forty.  The  recorder,  of 
course,  was  the  most  important  article 
in  the  room.  It  has  one  wonderful  fea- 
ture which  came  to  be  known  as  the 
"panic  button."  If,  despite  all  our  pre- 
paration and  precaution,  something 
were  to  go  wrong,  the  button  could  be 
pressed  and  held  until  the  difficulty 
was  cleared  up  —  and  all  this  without 
the  slightest  harm  to  the  recording. 
Needless  to  say  the  button  came  in 
very  handy.  For  example:  Closed 
windows  were  part  of  the  soundproof- 
ing and  therefore  could  not  be  opened 
for  ventilation;  but  to  sing  well  it  is 
vital  that  there  be  enough  air  to 
breathe.  Whenever  we  became  particu- 
larly short  of  fresh  air  the  panic  but- 
ton was  held,  the  windows  opened  and 
a  welcome  breeze  filled  the  studio. 

Most  of  the  music  for  the  program 
was  provided  by  one  record.  At  a  cer- 
tain point,  however,  two  others  had  to 
be  used  in  quick  succession.  This 
meant  two  record-players.  These  were 
placed  as  close  as  possible  to  the  re- 
corder and  run  by  the  two  Sisters  who 
were  our  technicians.  Their  work  re- 
quired speed  and  skill.  The  program 
was  chiefly  narrative  with  a  number  of 
vocal  selections  which  were  accompa- 
nied on  the  piano.  In  order  to  keep  the 
piano  from  overpowering  the  singers 
it  had  to  be  placed  as  far  away  from 
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the  microphone  as  possible.  The  task 
of  our  technicians  was  to  fill  with  mu- 
sic the  time  it  took  our  narrator,  who 
was  also  our  pianist,  to  make  a  swift 
and  silent  passage  from  the  micro- 
phone at  one  end  of  the  studio  to  the 
piano  at  the  other  end.  This  same 
passage  had  to  be  made  by  the  whole 
choir  when,  at  given  times,  they  moved 
from  their  singing  position  near  the 
piano  to  a  speaking  position  near  the 
microphone.  Thus  the  rug  came  into 
play  and  not  a  squeak  reached  the 
tape. 

With  such  preparation  and  care  all 
went  very  well.  Many  errors  were 
cleared  up  in  "trial  runs"  and  a  whole 
afternoon  left  free  for  the  final  taping 
in  case  it  had  to  be  done  several  times. 
The  fact  that  our  first  attempt  that  af- 
ternoon was  also  our  last  and  that  af- 
ter an  hour  of  praying,  standing,  sing- 
ing and  speaking  the  tape  was  finished 
and  ready  to  be  used  is  partly  due  to 
this  thorough  planning  and  prepara- 
tion. It  is,  we  believe,  also  partly  due 
to  the  date  —  June  3rd,  the  anniver- 
sary of  Father  Daly's  death.  Nor  did 
we  fail  to  remind  him  of  the  big  job 
on  hand,  one  which  he  would  have 
loved. 

There  was  a  great  deal  of  effort  put 
into  the  recording,  yet  it  was  only  a 
first  step  in  the  entire  program.  There 
was  still  the  matter  of  lights,  scenery, 
choreography,  costuming  and  miming. 
In  most  cases  we  met  with  instant  as- 
sistance —  our  need  had  only  to  be  ex- 
pressed and  help  was  forthcoming.  But 
it  was  not  without  both  difficulties  and 
cost  that  everything  was  ready  for  the 
big  performance.  Yet,  were  we  asked 
if  it  was  worth  all  the  time  and  effort, 


The  technicians  were  speedy  and 
skilful 


the  answer  would  be,  "Yes,  we  look 
forward  to  the  fun  and  adventure 
another  such  achievement  would  of- 
fer." 

What  all  began  in  "Studio  Forty"  a 
few  months  ago  reached  its  climax  on 
the  evening  of  our  Anniversary.  It  is 
right  that  the  climax  should  have  come 
on  such  a  day,  but  the  influence  of  and 
impression  made  by  the  message  on 
the  tape  will  last  as  long  and  longer 
than  the  tape  itself.  The  challenge  it 
set  out  for  each  of  us  to  serve  God 
alone  in  all  people,  in  all  things  and 
under  all  circumstances  is  indeed  a 
great  one  and  —  using  the  words  of 
the  pageant  itself  —  "in  union  with 
Christ  that  challenge  can  be  met,  but 
only  by  the  daring  and  the  brave." 


WE  ARE  MOVING  FORWARD  AT  TWICE  THE  SPEED  OF  SOUND  AND  HALF  THE  SPEED  OF  SENSE 
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South  of  the  Border 


The  Fog 
Lifts 


Sister  M.  Ready 


One  year  ago  today  I  was  on  the  train 
travelling  from  Canada  to  my  new  mis- 
sion in  Fargo,  North  Dakota.  I  was 
looking  ahead,  wondering  what  the 
work,  the  place  and  the  people  would 
be  like.  Now  I,  a  full-fledged  resident 
alien  of  the  United  States  of  America, 
sit  in  a  small  white  stucco  convent  on 
Ninth  Street  in  Fargo  and,  musingly, 
look  back  over  the  year  that  has  passed 
all  too  quickly.  Yes,  that's  a  sign  that 
the  years  are  piling  up,  but  remember 
—  "Grow  old  along  with  me,  the  best 
is  yet  to  be." 

It  was  August  30  when  I  arrived  to 
a  warm  welcome,  arranged  by  the 
weatherman.  The  temperature  was 
102  degrees  that  August  day  though  I 
have  since  found  that  Fargo  can  be  as 
cold  in  winter  as  it  is  hot  in  summer. 

Fargo  mission  is  a  Religious  Cor- 
respondence School  with  four  sisters. 
We  teach  the  children  of  rural  North 
Dakota  by  mail  during  the  week,  and 
on  week-ends  drive  sixteen  miles  to 
Argusville,  a  mission  of  St.  Mary's, 
Fargo.  We  go  for  oral  instruction  on 
Saturday  and  go  back  again  for  Mass 
on  Sunday.  Vacation  time  brings  trips 
to  the  country  for  religious  vacation 
schools  when  we  meet  many  of  our 


"by-mail"  pupils.  This  summer  we  had 
the  privilege  of  attending  the  first  Di- 
ocesan CCD.  summer  camp  in  Fargo 
at  the  Sacred  Heart  Convent. 

Looking  back  I  see  no  great  events 
but  many  wonderful  little  things  and  in 
the  Novitiate  we  learned  that  little 
things  mean  a  lot.  I  realize,  now  that 
I  am  coming  out  of  the  fog  which  en- 
veloped me  when  I  was  suddenly  trans- 
planted from  Toronto,  that  it  was 
those  little  things  which  made  me  feel 
so  much  at  home  from  the  very  first 
day.  I  am  more  anxious  to  tell  you 
about  the  people  than  the  place  —  if 
you  come  by  rail  you  can't  miss  the 
place.  The  conductor  told  me  where  I 
was  going  before  he  saw  my  ticket. 
When  I  asked  him  in  amazement  how 
he  knew  he  replied,  "Anyone  dressed 
like  that  always  goes  to  Fargo." 

I  have  met  many  wonderful  people 
here  in  Fargo,  from  His  Excellency, 
Bishop  Dworschak,  the  priests  and  sis- 
ters, right  down  to  our  little  pre-school 
fan  across  the  street  who  greets  us 
with,  "Hi,  Sister,  any  cookies  today?" 
All  have  been  friendly  and  most  gra- 
cious, ready  to  lend  a  helping  hand 
whatever  our  problems.  We  have 
friends  who  fold,  stamp  and  send  out 
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lessons.  They  type  and  mimeograph 
for  us. 

When  we  were  learning  to  drive  the 
car,  our  neighbours  not  only  instruct- 
ed us  but  loaned  us  their  cars.  Once 
our  car  was  laid  up  for  repairs  when 
we  needed  it  to  go  to  Argusville.  The 
garage  man  said,  "Here,  take  my  car." 
How  trusting  can  you  be?  He  must 
have  seen  the  battle  scars  on  our  old 
Plymouth. 

The  good  Lutheran  patrolman  who 
gave  me  my  driver's  test  would  just 
love  to  give  us  a  new  car.  He'll  never 
know  that  the  "pass"  he  gave  me  meant 
more  than  a  dozen  new  cars. 

Then  there  is  the  gracious  notary  at 
the  Court  House  who  notarizes  all  our 
papers  with  a  "No  charge,  Sister." 
Another  Protestant  friend  who  hauled 
our  leaves  away  last  autumn  "knocked 
off  a  couple  of  dollars  because  you  be- 
long to  the  church."  Our  hedges  were 
trimmed  too,  free  of  charge,  because 
the  gentleman  who  did  it  belonged  to 
the  same  parish  as  we.  Where  could 


one  find  more  friendliness  and  Chris- 
tian charity? 

A  devout  Protestant  sent  twenty-five 
dollars  at  Christmas  because  he  had 
seen  our  appeal  at  the  home  of  a  friend 
and  he  wanted  to  help  "those  little  kids 
in  the  country"  learn  their  religion. 
The  Kelly  brothers  remove  our  storm 
windows  as  if  they  were  their  first  ob- 
ligation and  put  our  screens  up  the 
same  way.  Rudy  and  George,  our  two 
elderly  gentlemen  friends,  take  care  of 
our  snow-shovelling  in  the  winter  and 
our  lawn  in  the  summer.  Rudy  was 
quite  upset  when  he  found  the  walk 
shovelled  early  one  morning.  We  ex- 
plained that  Father  came  for  Mass  and 
the  walk  had  to  be  done.  Our  next  big 
snow-storm  found  Rudy  on  the  job, 
waking  the  whole  neighbourhood  at  4 
a.m.  —  on  Sunday  when  everyone  has 
a  sleep-in  and  Father  doesn't  come  for 
Mass. 

With  experiences  such  as  these  be- 
hind me,  the  fog  has  lifted  and  I  look 
ahead  to  sunny  days  in  Fargo. 
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The 
Beauteous 
Image 
in 

Fruition 
Sweet 


"I  put  my  little  babe  under  your 
protection,  Mary  my  Mother.  Make 
its  tiny  mind  grow  up  to  love  the 
truths  of  faith;  consecrate  its  will  to 
the  service  of  God;  fill  its  heart  with 
love  for  its  Creator.  Fashion  its 
little  body  in  all  perfection:  let  its 
organs  be  sound,  its  senses  acute,  all 
its  members  strong  and  healthy. 
You  can  obtain  this  favour  for  me 
and  my  child,  most  powerful 
Mother.  I  put  my  trust  in  you. 
Amen." 
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The  prayer  of  a  mother  for  her  babe!  I  don't  know 
where  it  came  from  or  who  the  author  may  have  been. 
But  I  want  to  give  it  to  all  mothers  among  our  readers, 
particularly  to  those  mothers  who  have  given  their 
daughters  to  God  in  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

Mothers  are  the  only  people  who  see  us  somewhat  as 
God  sees  us  —  perennially  little  children  striving  and 
falling  and  striving  again  to  make  our  minds  grow  up 
in  faith,  to  consecrate  our  unruly  wills  to  His  Will,  to 
fill  our  fickle  hearts  with  His  love.  It  matters  little  to  a 
mother  whether  her  child  be  six  or  sixty,  a  ballerina  or 
a  boxer,  her  child  is  always  the  baby  for  whom  her 
prayers  tap  persistently  on  the  Heart  of  God.  And  we 
need  those  mother-prayers. 

To  this  prayer  we  add  a  small  one  of  our  own :  Mary, 
our  Mother,  bless  with  your  special  love  the  mothers 
who  are  fashioning  sons  and  daughters  for  the  service 
of  the  King  as  priests,  brothers  and  sisters.  Amen. 

The  Editor. 
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Changes  in  the 
Approach  to 
the  Teaching 
of  Religion 


Rev.  Walter  P.  Fitzgerald,  m.ed. 

Supervisor  of  Religious  Instruction, 
Edmonton  Separate  Schools 


This  series  of  articles  appeared  originally  in 
The  Western  Catholic 


The  word  "catechism"  usually  con- 
jures up  memories,  happy  and  other- 
wise, of  a  question-and-answer  booklet 
that  was  used  for  years  to  teach  child- 
ren regardless  of  their  ages.  Dog-eared, 
but  still  revered  as  the  symbol  of  the 
teaching  office  of  pastor  and  parents, 
it  was  handed  down  by  older  brothers 
and  sisters  to  younger  members  of  the 
family.  It  served  several  generations  in 
the  classroom. 

Eventually  the  catechism  was  re- 
vised to  meet  the  needs  of  changing 
times  and  to  bring  it  in  line  with  im- 
proved techniques  of  religious  instruc- 
tion. But  even  after  revision  it  is  not 
completely  satisfactory.  The  problem 
of  repetition  is  still  with  us.  The  com- 
plaint of  many  junior  high  school  stu- 
dents that  "We  have  done  this  before" 
is  by  no  means  unjustified.  Repeated 
use  of  the  same  book  and  the  same  an- 
swers year  after  year  creates  a  barrier 
for  the  teacher  who  is  trying  to  en- 
gender amongst  children  a  love  for  the 
teachings  of  the  Church. 

Repetition  has  long  been  called  "the 
mother  of  good  studies."  Repetition  is 
necessary  but  it  can  be  overdone.  This, 
however,  is  not  the  only  problem  in  the 
catechism.  Modern  experts  have 
looked  carefully  at  the  order  in  which 


materials  are  presented  in  catechisms 
throughout  the  world.  These  experts 
feel  that  the  order  of  presentation  of 
doctrine  should  be  re-arranged.  First 
of  all  let  us  teach  children  about  God's 
love  for  us  and  how  we  share  His  di- 
vine life  through  grace.  When  this  has 
been  accomplished  let  us  teach  them 
the  proper  response  to  God's  love.  If 
this  order  is  followed,  the  Command- 
ments, for  example,  will  be  looked  up- 
on by  children,  not  so  much  as  a  set  of 
rules  to  be  obeyed  under  pain  of  pun- 
ishment, but  as  a  proof  of  God's  love 
manifested  by  His  desire  to  guide  us  to 
our  home  in  heaven  with  Him.  If  this 
idea  can  be  instilled  into  children  it  is 
felt  that  they  will  respond  by  following 
God's  loving  rules  —  by  keeping  the 
Commandments  out  of  love  for  Him. 
All  this  calls  for  a  change  in  the  in- 
ternal arrangement  of  catechisms. 

But  where  do  we  find  the  story  of 
God's  love  for  man  if  not  in  the  Bible? 
Modern  catechisms  provide  a  teacher's 
manual  which  shows  how  to  use  Holy 
Scripture  in  the  classroom.  The  manual 
might  point  out  that  God  fed  his 
chosen  people  in  the  desert  for  forty 
years  to  show  His  loving  care  for  them 
before  giving  them  the  Ten  Command- 
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ments.  Those  who  were  convinced  of 
His  love  for  them  accepted  the  Com- 
mandments as  a  further  proof  of  His 
love.  They  lived  in  His  presence  and 
obeyed  His  Laws  as  their  response  to 
His  love. 

Compare  this  approach  with  that  of 
the  parent  or  teacher  who  says,  "Now 
Johnny,  I  want  you  to  learn  the  Ten 
Commandments  tonight  and  be  able  to 
recite  them  for  me  tomorrow.  And,  by 
the  way,  Johnny,  you  will  have  to  obey 
these  Commandments  or  you  will  sure- 
ly go  to  hell."  The  Church  does  not 


discount  fear  as  an  incentive  to  obedi- 
ence but  the  ideal  is  to  teach  children 
to  obey  out  of  love  rather  than  fear. 

The  perfect  catechism  has  yet  to  be 
written  but  as  a  result  of  many  long 
years  of  experience  and  intensive  re- 
search a  clearer  concept  is  emerging  as 
to  what  should  be  contained  in  a  class- 
room catechism.  During  the  last  few 
decades  attempts  have  been  made  in 
almost  every  part  of  the  Catholic 
world  to  improve  upon  the  traditional 
approach.  Only  time  will  tell  what 
changes  are  to  come. 
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Social  Doctrine  of  the  Church 


Private 
Ownership 


Sister  M.  Jackson 


Adapted  from  The  Social  Teaching  o]  the  Church, 
a  course  which  is  given  to  high  school  students 
through  our  Religious  Correspondence  Schools 


In  our  last  article  on  the  social  doctrine 
of  the  Church  we  considered  man's 
right  to  the  ownership  of  private  prop- 
erty, the  reasons  why  it  is  good  for 
man  to  own  property  and  some  of  the 
obligations  which  are  a  corollary  to 
such  ownership.  In  this  present  article 
we  continue  our  consideration  of  this 
important  topic. 

In  our  time  the  State  has  increased 
and  continues  to  increase  the  sphere  of 
its  activity.  Changing  social  patterns 
and  the  vast  urbanization  of  our  popu- 
lation has  made  it  necessary  for  the 
State  to  assume  responsibility  in  many 
areas  which  it  previously  did  not  touch. 
There  are  some,  Communists  and  Left- 
wing  Socialists  for  example,  who  advo- 
cate the  abolition  of  all  private  owner- 
ship as  a  cure  for  social  injustice. 

Great  poverty  and  misery  do  exist 
in  many  places  because  of  the  greed 
and  injustice  of  the  wealthy  and  power- 
ful. A  few  control  much,  while  many 
having  little  or  nothing,  are  in  need  of 
the  very  necessities  of  life.  But  owner- 
ship of  everything  by  the  Government 
with  man  using  property  only  as  the 


Government  sees  fit  is  not  a  solution; 
it  is,  in  fact,  a  completely  erroneous 
idea,  because  it  disregards  the  rights 
and  dignity  of  man.  When  the  State 
owns  and  controls  everything,  man  be- 
comes a  slave  of  the  State.  The  proper 
solution  to  the  problem  is  the  Chris- 
tian solution :  Every  person  has  a  right 
to  own  earthly  goods  if  he  has  ac- 
quired them  honestly;  but  each  may 
keep  for  his  exclusive  use  only  what  he 
needs  for  the  proper  support  of  his 
state  in  life. 

A  man  may  have  great  wealth,  de- 
pending upon  the  demands  of  his  sta- 
tion in  life,  but  whatever  he  has  over 
and  above  his  needs  must  be  used  to 
aid  the  poor  and  destitute.  God's  plan 
for  human  beings  does  not  require  that 
all  live  on  the  same  level  or  that  all  be 
absolutely  equal,  but  He  has  provided 
enough  goods  on  earth  for  all  to  have 
a  decent  livelihood.  The  fair  distribu- 
tion of  these  goods  depends  on  the  jus- 
tice and  charity  of  men  in  dealing  with 
one  another,  God  wants  men  to  live  in 
reasonable  comfort  and  happiness  in 
this  life  so  that  the  natural  may  sup- 
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port  the  supernatural.  When  the  mater- 
ial needs  are  supplied,  the  spiritual  life 
may  be  perfected,  for  eternal  life  is  our 
chief  concern. 

The  wealthy  must,  in  justice,  give  of 
their  abundance  to  bring  about  im- 
proved conditions  for  the  poor  and 
needy.  This  means  not  only  giving 
away  money  and  alms,  but  what  is 
often  better  —  using  extra  wealth  to 
improve  living  conditions,  to  raise 
wages,  to  provide  education  for  the 
poor,  to  develop  better  health  stan- 
dards, and  by  doing  these  things  to 


raise  the  whole  living  standard  of  the 
poor  to  a  new  level.  St.  James,  the 
Apostle,  in  a  few  words,  teaches  the 
Christian  attitude  toward  the  needy: 
"Of  what  use  is  it,  my  brethren,  if  a 
man  claims  to  have  Faith  and  has  no 
deeds  to  show  for  it?  Can  Faith  save 
him  then?  Here  is  a  brother,  here  is  a 
sister,  going  naked,  left  without  means 
to  secure  their  daily  food;  if  one  of  you 
says  to  them,  'Go  in  peace,  warm  your- 
selves and  take  your  fill',  without  pro- 
viding for  their  bodily  needs,  of  what 
use  is  it?"  (St.  James  2:14-17) 


Every  person  has  a  right  to  own  earthly  goods 
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The 
Answer 


Sister  Hilda  Lunney 


"Sister,  Sister,  come  quickly,  Mary  broke  her  collar  bone." 

"Sister,  Mike  is  downstairs  crying  because  somebody  is 
going  to  beat  him  up." 

"Sister,  those  big  boys  pushed  Jane  down  and  her  leg  is 
all  cut." 

Well,  after  a  quick  examination,  I  discovered  that  Mary 
did  not  break  her  collar  bone,  that  nobody  was  going  to  beat 
Mike  and  that  Jane's  leg  was  scratched,  not  all  cut  up.  That's 
the  way  things  are  at  vacation  school.  Everybody  has  prob- 
lems, including  myself.  But  most  major  calamities  turn  out  to 
be  very  minor,  after  all. 

However,  there  was  one  question  which  always  came  to 
mind  when  I  prepared  children  for  first  confession.  Just  how 
well  did  they  understand  the  meaning  of  confession?  This 
summer  I  finally  got  my  answer. 

Tony  came  downstairs  after  confession  with  a  puzzled  ex- 
pression on  his  face.  I  asked  him  how  he  had  made  out  and 
he  said  "O.K.,"  but  by  his  expression  and  by  the  way  he  fol- 
lowed me  around,  I  knew  there  was  something  wrong.  I 
didn't  know  exactly  what  it  was  and  when  I  made  as  if  to 
question  him,  he  looked  at  me  a  moment  and  left  the  room. 

That  was  when  I  made  up  my  mind  to  get  to  Tony's  heart 
before  the  day  was  over.  That  evening,  after  rosary  in  church, 
I  waited  outside  for  my  little  pupil.  As  soon  as  I  nailed  him  I 
knew  he  wanted  to  tell  me  something  but  he  didn't  know 
quite  how  to  go  about  it. 

With  a  little  prodding  I  finally  discovered  the  reason  for 
his  odd  behaviour.  After  hesitating  for  a  while  he  said,  "Gee, 
Sister,  I  don't  like  telling  my  sins." 

I  talked  to  him  and  explained  a  bit  more  and  he  seemed 
to  feel  better.  Tony  did  not  realize  it,  but  he  had  answered 
my  question.  Yes,  he  did  understand  the  meaning  of  going  to 
confession. 

YOU  WILL  NEVER  STUMBLE  ON  ANYTHING  WHILE  SITTING  DOWN 
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Monsignor  Fraser 


"When  the  story  of  Canada's  Foreign  Missions  endeav- 
our is  written,  the  name  of  Father  John  Fraser  will 
stand  out  as  the  intrepid  pioneer  who  blazed  the  trail 
for  the  extension  of  North  American  Mission  work  in 
China,  where  he  has  laboured  since  1902.  For  years  he 
was  the  only  English-speaking  missionary  in  China 
from  the  whole  of  North  America.  .  .  .  But  the  greatest 
service  given  to  the  Church,  in  our  humble  opinion,  is 
not  so  much  the  mission  field  he  opened,  but  rather 
the  increase  of  missionary  zeal  and  activity  he  has  de- 
veloped in  Canada  by  the  force  of  his  example  and  the 
inspiration  of  his  work." 

So  wrote  Father  Daly  in  1932  when  the  late  Mon- 
signor Fraser,  Founder  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mis- 
sionary Society,  was  raised  to  the  rank  of  Protonotary 
Apostolic.  We  can  but  echo  Father  Daly's  sentiments 
today  as  we  extend  our  sympathy  to  the  Scarboro 
Fathers  on  the  death  of  their  Founder  who  was  himself, 
first  and  always,  a  missionary-extraordinary. 

Monsignor  Fraser  is  dead  but  his  work  will  live  on  in 
the  Society  which  he  founded,  in  the  missions  which  he 
loved,  in  the  souls  whom  he  brought  to  the  knowledge 
and  love  of  God. 

May  the  love  and  zeal  of  the  "intrepid  pioneer"  find 
an  echo  in  the  lives  of  all  missionaries  but  especially  of 
all  Canadian  missionaries.  We  pray  that  the  noble  soul 
of  Monsignor  John  Fraser  rest  in  peace. 
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SOS-o-gram 


from  here  and  there 


Toronto:  August  fifteenth,  the  fortieth 
anniversary  of  the  founding  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service,  started  off  as  usual 
with  the  Profession  High  Mass  at  the 
Novitiate.  Reverend  Father  W.  Wylie, 
c.ss.R.,  consultor  to  Reverend  Father 
Provincial,  received  the  Perpetual 
Vows  of  Sister  Mary  Sawchuk  and  Sis- 
ter Anna  McNally. 

At  8:50  all  the  S.O.S.  in  the  city 
boarded  a  chartered  bus  for  St.  Pat- 
rick's Church  where  the  9:30  Mass  of 
Thanksgiving  for  the  benefits  of  forty 
years  was  being  offered  by  the  Re- 
demptorist  Fathers  on  our  behalf.  Our 
good  friend,  Reverend  Father  John 
Lockwood,  c.ss.R.,  said  the  Mass  and 
preached  a  very  moving  sermon.  This 
Mass  of  Thanksgiving  was  a  beautiful 
gesture  for  which  we  are  more  grateful 
than  we  can  say.  Only  through  prayer 
can  we  hope  to  repay  those  staunch 
and  true  friends  of  our  Institute,  the 
Redemptorists.  Father  Coughlan  and 
Father  Daly  must  be  very  proud  of 
their  confreres,  if  there  is  place  for 
such  pride  in  Heaven. 

The  fortieth  anniversary  pageant, 
which  was  given  first  on  August  fif- 
teenth and  repeated  on  two  other  occa- 
sions, was  a  symbolic  portrayal  of  the 
ideals  and  ideas  which  inspired  the 
founding  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  and 
which,  during  forty  years,  have  been 


the  guiding  lines  in  the  development  of 
the  Institute. 

The  stage  setting,  done  by  the  nov- 
ices, was  inspired  by  a  painting  by  the 
Canadian  artist,  Kasuo  Nakamura. 
The  painting,  which  belongs  to  the  Na- 
tional Gallery,  is  called  Prairie  Towers. 
In  blues,  black  and  white  it  is  a  "trans- 
formed landscape  scene  of  abstract 
structures." 

We  used  Beethoven's  Seventh  Sym- 
phony as  background  music.  It  is  the 
only  one  of  his  symphonies  for  which 
Beethoven  left  no  interpretation  so  we 
interpreted  it  to  suit  our  purpose  and 
it  suited  admirably.  The  choruses  were 
both  Gregorian  and  modern.  The  latter 
were  from  Handel,  Schubert  and  Whit- 
ney-Kramer. 

The  pageant  told,  through  narration, 
ballet,  miming  and  song,  the  story  of 
the  call  of  the  West  in  the  early  de- 
cades of  this  century;  of  the  response 
to  that  call  by  people  from  Europe,  of 
the  trials  and  disillusionment  which  so 
often  followed  upon  their  arrival  in  a 
hostile  land  and  of  the  foundation  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service  as  one  solution 
to  the  problems  of  the  Church  in  West- 
ern Canada. 

There  are  many  people  to  whom  we 
are  indebted  for  the  success  of  the  pag- 
eant. We  must  mention  Mr.  Joe  Mur- 
tha,  who  planned  the  all-important 
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lighting  for  us;  the  Basilian  Fathers  at 
St.  Michael's  College  School  who 
loaned  us  a  dimmer  for  the  stage 
lights,  the  C.N.D.  Sisters  who  loaned 
a  spotlight.  These  were  vital  helps  be- 
cause everything  depended  on  lighting. 
We  borrowed  authentic  costumes  for 
the  folk  dancing  from  the  Canadian 
Ukranian  Youth  Foundation.  Then 
there  was  Francesca  Meunier,  a  charm- 
ing young  member  of  the  National 
Ballet  Company,  who  helped  us  with 
the  choreography,  and  Sister  Pate- 
naude's  father  who  tied  up  all  the 
loose  ends  of  carpentry.  To  these  and 
to  all  the  other  good  friends  who 
helped  in  any  way  we  say  a  most  sin- 
cere thank  you. 

Rich  Valley,  Alberta:  When  school 
opened  in  September,  a  Sister  of  Ser- 
vice was  among  the  faculty  members 


of  an  eight-room  public  school  in  Rich 
Valley.  Sister  Rita  Deighan  and  Sister 
Ann  McPhee  are  living  in  a  rented 
teacherage,  rented  from  the  School 
Board,  in  this  settlement  which  is  six 
miles  from  the  Post  Office  at  Gunn  and 
about  twenty  miles  from  the  parish 
church  at  Onoway.  An  announcement 
of  this  nature  brings  broad  smiles  to 
S.O.S.  faces.  This  is  pioneering  —  and 
we  love  it!  We  ask  our  readers  to  join 
with  us  in  praying  that  these  two  Sis- 
ters may  accomplish  much  good  for 
God  and  for  souls  in  this  new  S.O.S. 
venture. 

Nelson,  B.C.:  When  Sister  Frances 
Coffey  and  Sister  Carmelita  Camozzi 
arrived  in  Nelson  in  September  they 
established  another  "first."  This  is  the 
first  time  that  the  Sisters  of  Service 
are  working  permanently  in  the  Nel- 
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son  Diocese,  though  they  have  been 
there  for  religious  vacation  schools. 
For  the  time  being  the  Sisters  are  re- 
siding with  our  good  friends,  the  Sis- 
ters of  St.  Ann,  at  Mount  St.  Francis 
in  Nelson. 

Sisters  Coffey  and  Camozzi  will  do 
Confraternity  of  Christian  Doctrine 
work  in  Nelson.  They  are  not  begin- 
ning the  work  —  it  has  been  already 
well  begun. 

When  the  Sisters  have  mastered  the 
car  which  His  Excellency,  Bishop 
Doyle  gave  them  on  arrival  —  "it  is 
as  close  to  the  S.O.S.  grey  as  I  could 
get,"  His  Excellency  said  —  they  will 
visit  all  the  parishes  in  the  Diocese  to 
help  and  advise  CCD.  workers  in 
whatever  way  they  can. 

When  Bishop  Doyle  visited  the 
Mother  House  recently  we  asked  the 
size  of  his  diocese.  "It's  not  very 
large,"  said  His  Excellency,  "only 
about  50,000  square  miles.  The  trouble 
is  the  roads  are  built  around  the 
mountains  and  not  over  them.  It  often 
requires  a  drive  of  one  hundred  thirty 
or  forty  miles  to  get  to  a  place  which 
is,  actually,  only  forty  miles  away." 

Our  prayers  and  good  wishes  are 
with  the  two  Sisters  who  are  blazing 


the  S.O.S.  trail  in  the  "highlands"  of 
Nelson,  British  Columbia. 


Toronto:  S.O.S.  students  were  all  over 
the  map  during  the  past  summer. 
There  were  Sisters  of  Service  at  the 
Universities  of  Ottawa,  Alberta  and 
Saskatchewan  in  Canada,  at  Catholic 
University,  Notre  Dame  and  Marquette 
in  the  United  States. 

Sisters  Adrienne  Pelletier  and  Mary 
Haider  graduated  from  the  School  of 
Nursing  of  the  Misericordia  Hospital 
in  Edmonton  in  the  late  summer.  Our 
congratulations  to  both  of  them. 

With  the  beginning  of  a  new  scho- 
lastic year  several  of  our  Sisters  are 
full-time  students  in:  Graduate  work 
in  religion  and  in  social  work  at  the 
University  of  Ottawa;  liberal  arts  at  St. 
Patrick's  College  in  Ottawa  and  St. 
Thomas  More  College  of  the  Univer- 
sity of  Saskatchewan;  teacher  training 
at  St.  Joseph's  Teachers  College  in 
Montreal  and  at  the  Manitoba  Teach- 
ers College  in  Winnipeg;  senior  ma- 
triculation courses  in  Toronto,  Mani- 
toba and  Alberta;  Public  Health  Nurs- 
ing at  Assumption  University  of  Wind- 
sor. 
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I  like  catechism.  And  I  like  the  coloring. 
Catechism  is  fun  to  do.  I  hope  the  rest  is 
fun  too.  I  like  God.  And  he  likes  me.  I  hope 
the  next  picture  Is  fun  to  do.  I  can  color 
better  but  the  crayon  are  wax.  And  I  cam't 
do  so  good.  I  can't  think  of  much  more  to 
say.  By  now. 

Terry  Ann 


I  enjoyed  doing  your  catechism.  It  was 
fun  to  color  the  pictures.  I  Did  color  my 
beSt  is  that  nice.  I  did  the  star  annother 
way.  Is  that  Ok.  From 

Debbie 

I'm  very  sorry  for  this  unfortunate  acci- 
dent. I  was  doing  my  other  part  of  my 
lesson  When  I  laid  this  part  in  some  gress. 
This  was  right  after  supper  tonight.  Your 
friend, 

Jerry 


I  very  much  enjoyed  the  caticism  lessons 
you  sent.  We  now  take  them  in  church, 
These  pictures  you  sent  of  candles  are  very 
nice.  I  will  try  to  do  a  good  deed  each  day 
so  I  will  be  able  the  colour  the  beautiful 
candle.  We  got  a  new  preist.  He  is  very 
nice  and  comes  to  visit  us  often.  Mom  got 
a  new  little  baby.  It  was  a  sweet  baby  girl. 
They  named  her  Mary  Alice.  They  call  her 
that  too.  I  wish  you  and  all  the  rest  could 
see  her.  Yours  truly, 

Susan 

I  received  our  lessons  today.  Would  you 
please  send  me  all  my  lessons  until  I  am 
cot  up  with  them.  Thank  you  for  much  for 
that  pritty  picture  you  send  Brian  and  me. 
If  Brian  is  behind  would  you  please  send 
his  lesson  until  he  is  cot  up.  I  couldn't  find 
my  book  today  when  I  did  my  lessons  but 
I  did  the  best  I  could.  Thank  you. 

Karen 
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I  am  sending  my  25c  for  my  catechism.  I 
am  sorry  we  are  late  sending  our  catechism 
papers  because  Mommy  was  in  the  hospital 
getting  us  a  new  baby  brother  and  Daddy 
was  very  busy. 

Margaret 

I  am  six  years  old  and  am  in  grade  I. 
Please  may  I  receive  some  lessons  too. 
Thank  you. 

Jerome 

I  enjoy  doing  my  lessons  very  much  for 
it  helps  me  to  know  and  love  our  Lord  so 
much  more.  For  this  reason  I  would  like  to 
receive  two  lessons  each  time  we  receive 
them.  Could  you  please  send  two?  Thank 
you  so  very  much.  As  we  have  a  public 
school  I  miss  the  lessons  I  used  to  get  in 
my  s  ool  studies  and  I  would  like  to  thank 
and  congratulate  you  for  the  wonderful 
work  you  are  doing.  Our  Lord's  little  ser- 
vant. 

Joanne 

I'm  very  sorry  for  not  getting  my  lessons 
in  on  time.  Mom  didn't  have  time  to  look 
for  the  Aposetles  Creed  book.  She  didn't 
even  know  where  to  look.  Mom  found  the 
book  its  part  1.  Yours  truly, 

Jean 

Well  I  can't  colar  the  pictures  from  the 
other  side  I  am  in  such  a  hurry  and  I  have 
to  mail  it  tomorrow  for  sure,  I  hope  I  catch 
up  with  the  others  pretty  soon  and  could 
you  send  me  the  lessons  two  at  a  time,  be- 
cause I  am  trying  to  catch  up.  Saw  some  of 
my  friends  lessons  and  I  am  away  behind. 
So  that'll  be  all.  From 

Yvonne 

How  are  you  all?  I  like  my  lessons.  They 
are  fun.  I  like  that  dot  puzzle.  Thank  you 
very  much  for  the  little  nativity  set.  We  like 
it  very  much.  Phillip  can't  write  you  a  letter 
because  he  hasn't  yet  learned  how.  I  wish  I 
was  in  the  school  you  teach.  I  like  sisters 
very  much.  Phil  is  just  learning  to  read.  He 
read  a  hole  reader.  But  it  was  only  a  be- 
giners  book.  I  must  say  my  prayers  no  and 
go  to  bed.  Yours  truly. 

Judy 


How  are  you?  I  like  you.  I  have  the 
chicken  pox  and  a  sore  throat. 

Melvin 

I  have  tried  to  do  my  best  on  my  test.  My 
little  sister  Barbara  who  is  five  would  like 
to  do  lessons  too.  I  wonder  if  you  have 
anything  she  could  do.  She  can  color  and 
say  prayers.  Your  good  friend, 

Terri 

Thank  you  for  the  card  and  letter  you 
gave  me.  I  have  started  to  read  two  more 
books  but  I  haven't  finished  them  they  are 
also  very  good.  I  will  have  to  do  better  in 
my  lessons.  I  am  not  getting  a  good  enough 
mark.  I  would  like  to  find  out  more  about 
the  Sisters  of  Service  and  their  work?  How 
are  you?  I  am  fine  and  so  is  everyone  else. 
But  there  is  the  odd  colds  around.  Goodbye 
for  now, 

Louise 

When  I  got  my  lessons  and  did  them  I 
put  them  away  in  my  drawer  and  forgot 
about  them.  We  had  MonaLisa's  birthday 
party  and  she  is  1  year  old.  We  have  chicks 
too.  And  two  baby  calfs.  Dad  and  Mom 
have  to  milk  three  cows  at  night  in  the 
morning  too.  My  birthday  is  April  2.  Mona 
Lisa  walk  and  stand  up  all  by  her  self. 
Would  you  please  send  me  2  or  3  to  catch 
up.  Please  forgive  me  Sister  I  will  see  you 
next  summer  again.  Yours  from 

Anne 

One  picture  the  little  Kids  colored.  I  col- 
ored the  biggest  picture.  My  sister  colored 
it  slopy.  We  didn't  see  them.  My  mother 
was  out  hanging  cloths  and  I  was  in  school. 

Leonard 

I  just  had  to  write  and  tell  you  what  a 
kick  Jacqueline  gets  out  of  selling  your 
raffle  tickets.  The  children  take  turns  sell- 
ing and  this  is  her  first  year.  Please  send 
her  three  more  books.  She  siad,  "Daddy, 
you  never  bought  any  tickets  yet.  But  that's 
OK.  What  I  can't  sell,  you'll  buy!" 

Well,  Sisters  its  always  a  pleasure  for  us 
all  to  help  you  in  your  great  work.  Wish 
we  could  do  more.  But  in  our  prayers  you'll 
never  be  forgotten.  May  God  bless  you  all. 
Very  sincerely. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  T. 
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